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• Actual  color  photograph—  a fine  lot  of  ripe,  golden  tobacco  leaf. 
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FINER  TOBACCOS — for  you  who  smoke,  those  two 
words  have  a world  of  meaning. 

First,  they  tell  you  why  most  independent  tobacco 
experts  smoke  Luckies. 

Second,  finer  tobaccos  are  the  big  reason  why  Luckies 
have  a lower  nicotine  content. 

Yes  . . . authoritative  tests  reveal  that  for  more  than 
two  years,  the  nicotine  content  of  Luckies  has  been 
12%  less  than  the  average  of  the  four  other  leading 
brands . . . less  than  any  one  of  them.^ 

You  see,  Luckies  analyze  tobacco  before  purchase. 
Thus  our  buyers  can  select  the  leaf  that  is  not  only  rich 
and  mellow,  but  milder — naturally  low  in  nicotine. 

The  more  you  smoke,  the  more  you  want  a cigarette 
of  genuine  mildness.  So  try  Luckies  for  a week.  Re- 
member— with  independent  tobacco  experts — buyers, 
auctioneers  and  warehousemen — with  men  who  know 
tobacco  best,  it’s  Luckies  2 to  1. 


★ NICOTINE  CONTENT  OF  LEADING  BRANDS 

From  January  1938  through  June  1940,  Lucky  Strike  has  averaged 

9.46%  less  nicotine  than  Brand  A 15.55%  less  nicotine  than  Brand  C 
20.55%  less  nicotine  than  Brand  B 4.74%  less  nicotine  than  Brand  D 

Lucky  Strike’s  nicotine  content  averaged  2.01  parts  per  hundred. 
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THE  LEHIGH  BACHELOR  is  published  seven  times 
this  year  by  an  undergraduate  group  at  Lehigh 
University.  Exclusive  reprint  privileges  granted  all 
recognized  college  magazines.  Subscription  for  seven 
issues,  75  cents.  Single  issue,  15  cents. 
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• Faculty  Member 
of  the  Month 


Prof.  Robert  P.  More 


Born  Bethlehem  Township  Jan.  3,  1891  . . . Bethlehem 
High  School  . . . Lehigh  University,  1906-1910  ...  In- 
structor at  Penn  State  1911-1912  . . . Master’s  degree  at 
Harvard  1912-1915  . . . Instructor  at  Minnesota  1915- 
1916  . . . Associate  Professor  of  German,  Lehigh  1916- 
19 — . . . Trip  abroad  in  1914  interrupted  by  World 
War  I . . . Abroad  again  in  1924-25  . . . Attended  winter 
session  at  Munich  and  summer  session  at  Heidelberg  . . . 
Traveled  through  Germany,  Belgium,  England,  Denmark, 
and  Switzerland  . . . Phi  Beta  Kappa  . . . Delta  Sigma 
Phi  social  fraternity  . . . Not  married  . . . Co-author  of 
Sources  of  Faust  Traditions  from  Simon  Magus  to  Lessing 
with  P.  M.  Palmer  in  1936  . . . Present  home:  North 
Main  Street,  Bethlehem  . . . Hobby-  fishing. 

• Anti-Nazi 

The  American  Mercury  discovered  this  bit  of  informa- 
tion in  a recent  issue  of  the  Deutscher  W eckruf  und  Beo- 
bachter,  New  York’s  Nazi  organ: 

"Quite  a number  of  people  also  describe  the  German 
classical  author,  Shakespeare,  as  belonging  to  English  litera- 
ture, because — quite  accidentally  born  at  Stratford-on-Avon 
he  was  forced  by  the  authorities  of  that  country  to  write 
in  English." 

This  modern  German  theory  eliminates  the  squabble  be- 
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Beer  and  Skittles 

tween  the  boys  who  say  Shakespeare  wrote  Shakespeare 
and  the  boys  who  say  Francis  Bacon  done  it. 

Herr  Hitler  has  apparently  changed  the  time  worn  watch- 
word to:  "Keep  them  in  the  trenches — who  wants  them 
home  by  Christmas  anyway?’’ 

And  also  in  the  Nasty  Dig  department  we  hear  that 
Adolf  pays  his  aviators  by  the  month.  So  far  none  of  them 
has  collected  his  pay. 

• Defense  Order 

Not  so  long  ago,  W.  E.  Woodward  turned  out  a book 
called  A New  American  History.  Part  of  the  book  was 
devoted  to  this  country’s  ambitious,  if  amateurish  efforts 
to  prepare  for  the  last  war  we  got  into.  Mr.  Woodward 
writes  as  follows: 

"With  billions  of  dollars  turned  loose  recklessly  in 
Government  purchases,  which  were  often  made  by  incom- 
petent agents  — and  sometimes  by  dishonest  ones  — the 
Government’s  loss  in  money  and  material  ran  into  an  as- 
tounding volume  of  waste. 

"The  Army  had  only  86,000  horses  when  America  en- 
tered the  war,  and  comparatively  few  were  bought  there- 
after, as  the  cavalry  arm  was  not  used  at  all  at  the  front. 
Notwithstanding  these  obvious  facts  the  War  Department, 
or  someone  in  its  name,  placed  orders  for  1,000,000  horse 
covers,  2,000,000  feed  bags,  945,000  saddles  and  2,800,000 
halters. 

"The  shoe  manufacturers  thrived.  For  4,000,000  soldiers 
35,000,000  pairs  of  shoes  were  purchased.  At  the  end  of 
the  war  25,000,000  pairs  were  left  over  and  were  sold  by 
the  Government  at  a great  loss.  They  were  sold  with 
difficulty  at  any  price,  as  they  were  hobnailed  shoes,  not 
intended  for  street  wear,  but  for  hard  service  in  the 
trenches. 

"A  similar  situation  existed  with  respect  to  every  kind  of 
clothing  and  equipment.  The  Government  bought  20,000,- 
000  mosquito  nets  for  the  safety  and  comfort  of  the  boys 
in  the  Army.  A few  of  these  nets  were  used  in  military 
hospitals  and  cantonments  in  the  United  States,  but  not 
even  one  of  them  was  sent  abroad.  They  were  not  needed 
in  France. 

"Some  bright  salesman  induced  the  governmental  pur- 
chasing agents  to  buy  12  dozen  48-inch  wrenches.  It  was 
a small  purchase,  and  a small  loss,  of  no  consequence. 
After  the  wrenches  were  bought  and  paid  for  it  was  dis- 
covered there  was  only  one  nut  in  the  United  States — and 
it  was  specially  made  -that  the  wrenches  would  fit.  The 
nut  was  attached  to  the  turbines  at  Niagara  Falls.  Neither 
the  Army  nor  the  Navy  had  any  use  for  these  monster 
tools,  and  presumably  they  found  a resting  place  eventually 
at  Niagara,  after  having  been  shipped  all  over  the  United 
States  in  the  hope  that  somebody  would  need  them.” 

Let’s  hope  that  the  government  hasn’t  lost  track  of  those 
wrenches.  The  nuts  in  our  next  war  will  probably  be  larger 
than  those  in  the  last. 


Take  it  for  what  it  is  worth  but  this  was  found  on  a 
classroom  floor  after  a quiz: 

Here  I sit 
Empty  headed 
Too  much  Kinney’s 
Brain  is  leaded! 

• Personality 

Malcolm  Baxter  came  last  Spring  for  his  sixth  class 
reunion  and  has  stayed  ever  since.  He  is  to  be  found  at 
Joe’s  or  the  Chor  practically  anytime.  Despite  the  weird 
stories  associated  with  his  beard,  the  real  reason  is  that  when 
he  came  last  spring  for  the  class  reunion  he  forgot  to  bring 
his  razor.  He  always  has  a deck  of  cards  in  his  hands  and 
does  card  tricks  with  or  without  provocation.  He  was  the 
last  editor  of  the  Lehigh  Burr.  He  sums  that  up  by  saying: 
"Richard  Harding  Davis  started  the  Burr  fifty  years  ago 
and  I finished  it.” 

• Rugged  Sport 

Bart  (Fay  Bartlett,  professor  of  physical  education,  to 
the  freshmen)  has  another  brand  new  game  to  toy  with 
— peteka  rio,  and  it  comes  from  down  Brazil  way.  It  is 
an  over-size  shuttlecock  with  a broad  sponge  rubber  base 
and  is  batted  about  with  the  palm  of  the  hand.  Rules  are 
similar  to  badminton. 

Bart  reminded  us  that  German  youth  must  train  rigor- 
ously two  hours  everyday  and  attributes  much  of  Germany's 
military  success  to  the  physical  fitness  of  their  troops.  To 
insure  the  success  of  the  nation's  defense  plans  he  feels 
there  must  be  a return  to  "rugged”  sports.  He  classifies 
"rugged"  sports  as  sports  of  personal  contact.  The  physical 
education  department  offers  instruction  in  all  phases  of 
"rugged"  sport  from  boxing  to  social  dancing. 

• Election 

Here  is  a campaign  story  that  is  just  a few  days  too  late 
to  be  timely: 

Two  dusky  gentlemen  of  the  deep  South  were  discussing 
the  then-approaching  election. 

"Is  yo’all  votin’  fuh  Mistuh  Roosevelt  in  de  election, 
Chadwick?”  inquired  the  first. 

"Why  suttinly  I’se  votin'  for  dat  great  savior  of  Ameri- 
cain  Democrats.  Does  yo'all  mean  dere  is  another  candydate 
for  de  presidency?”  replied  Chadwick. 

"Why  so  I do  hear  tell,”  answered  the  first,  "dat  de 
white  folks  also  has  a candydate.” 

Another  one  concerns  the  other  extreme  of  American 
racial  stock  -the  Vermont  Yankee  farmer.  This  old  Yankee 
didn’t  have  much  faith  in  modern  gadgets  so  when  his  son, 
who  had  gone  to  live  in  the  big  city  of  Boston,  brought 
him  a radio  for  a Christmas  present,  he  wasn't  very  well 
pleased.  The  son  finally  talked  him  into  allowing  the 
radio  to  remain  for  a trial. 

About  the  middle  of  February  the  son  received  a letter 
from  his  father  telling  him  to  come  and  get  the  radio.  The 
old  boy  had  been  listening  to  a Lincoln’s  day  speech.  The 
speaker  had  said: 


National  Defense  Issue 


3 


"Lincoln  was  a great  man,  a very  great  man,  but  today 
in  Washington  there  is  an  even  greater  man — ” The  old 
hoy  had  snapped  off  the  radio  and  had  writen  his  letter  to 
his  son. 

The  son  with  a great  deal  of  effort  convinced  his  father 
that  he  should  give  the  device  another  trial.  After  Wash- 
ington’s birthday  he  received  another  letter  from  his  father 
that  claimed  that  a speaker  had  said : 

"Washington  was  the  Father  of  his  Country,  but  in 
the  White  House  today  is  the  Saviour  of  his  Country — ” 
The  old  Yankee  didn't  regard  that  as  tol’able,  but  his  son 
talked  him  into  giving  the  radio  one  last  final  trial.  The 
father  assented  but  said : 

"All  right,  son,  but  you  got  to  git  that  thing  out  of 
here  before  Easter.” 

A lot  of  Roosevelt  pictures  have  been  distributed  and 
there  has  been  considerable  conjecture  on  how  they  should 
be  hung.  Here  are  a few  rules: 

1.  Roosevelt’s  picture  may  not  be  hung  next  to  Washing- 
ton’s. Washington  never  told  a lie. 

2.  Roosevelt’s  picture  may  not  be  hung  next  to  Jeffer- 
son’s. Jefferson  believed  in  democracy. 

3.  Roosevelt's  picture  may  not  be  hung  next  to  Lincoln’s. 
Lincoln  was  known  as  Honest  Abe. 

In  fact  the  only  place  it  can  be  hung  is  next  to  Christopher 
Columbus’s,  for  Columbus  didn’t  know  where  he  was  going, 
didn't  know  where  he  was  when  he  got  there,  and  had  to 
borrow  money  to  do  it. 

• Fashion  Note 

Traditional  companions  of  the  traditional  campus  saddle 
shoes  are  the  traditional  sweat  socks — or  more  politely 
athletic  hose.  More  recently  and  less  traditionally,  manu- 
facturers have  produced  bright,  solid,  and  lurid-colored 
sweat  socks.  Very  colorful  and  adds  a lot  of  snap  to  the 
casual  careful  desirable  effect.  One  of  the  cleverest  ar- 
rangements is  to  buy  a pair  of  red  and  a pair  of  green. 
Then  the  red  is  worn  on  the  left  foot  and  the  green  on  the 
right  foot — just  like  port  and  starboard  lights.  Or  is  it 
the  other  way  round.  Marine  terminology  is  so  confusing. 


Beneath  the  moon  he  told  his  love, 
The  color  left  her  cheeks, 

But  on  the  shoulder  of  his  coat, 

It  plainly  showed  for  weeks. 

— Pell  Me/I 


"Age  before  beauty,”  smiled  the 
youngster  as  he  threw  his  grandmother 
down  the  stairs. 
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The  kiss  is  a peculiar  proposition. 
Of  no  use  to  one,  its  is  absolute  bliss 
for  two.  The  smallest  boy  gets  it  for 
nothing,  the  young  man  has  to  steal  it, 
and  the  old  man  has  to  buy  it. 

It  is  the  baby’s  right,  the  lover’s 
privilege,  and  the  hypocrite’s  mask. 

To  the  young  girl  it  is  a symbol  of 
faith,  to  the  married  woman,  hope, 
and  to  the  old  maid,  charity. 

— Covered  Wagon 

• 

Ruth:  How  does  your  brother  stand 
the  heat?” 

Ben:  "I  don’t  know.  He's  only  been 
dead  a week.” 

— Yellow  Jacket 


It  takes  two  cars  to  make  an  acci- 
dent. Eliminate  half  the  cars,  and 
we'll  get  rid  of  all  the  accidents. 

—Tiger 


First  Dumb  Hunter:  How  do  you 
detect  an  elephant? 

Guide:  You  smell  a faint  odor  of 
peanuts  on  his  breath. 

— Widow 

Kentucky  Mountaineer’s  daughter: 
"You  know  paw’s  the  worstest  shot  in 
these  har  mountings.” 

City  Slicker:  "Well,  what  does  that 
make  you?” 

K.  M.  D.:  "An  old  maid.” 

— Varieties 


A man  came  home  from  work  one 
day  and  his  wife  met  him  at  the  door. 
"John,”  she  said,  "I  wish  you  would 
fire  the  new  hired  man.  He  sings  dirty 
songs.” 

"Why,  I haven’t  heard  him  singing 
any  dirty  songs,”  said  her  husband. 

"I  know,”  she  replied,  "but  he 
whistles  them.” 


— Quip 


FOR  knocking  about  the  campus, 
and  general  all  around  wear,  the 
finger-tip  length  (unless  you  have 
the  reach  of  an  ape)  corduroy  coat 
is  the  ideal  tiling  for  snappy  wea- 
ther. The  coat  features  leather  but- 
tons, patch  pockets,  and  a smaller 
change  pocket.  The  most  popular 
color  is  a sand  shade. 

Along  a more  conventional  pat- 
tern is  a tan  polocoat,  dark  gray 
flannel  trousers,  twin-diagonal '-I 
striped  Shetland  sport  jacket,  and 
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brown  seamless  topped  shoes  with 
red  rubber  soles.  A brown  snap 
brim  felt  hat,  striped  oxford  shirt, 
and  a striped  green  tie,  complete 
the  outfit. 

Classes  over,  the  fellow  walking 
away  from  us  is  dressed  to  go  to 
town.  He’s  wearing  a double-breast- 
ed navy  blue  chalk  white  striped 
suit,  a white  broadcloth  shirt,  a 
solid  blue  silk  tie,  and  dark  brown 
shoes.  He  is  carrying  a covert  top- 
coat with  fly  front. 


DOWN  WENT 
MeGINTY— 

but  he's  out  cj  the  clog  house  now! 


“SURE  AND  IT’S  good  riddance  to 
an  ugly-smellin’  pipe!”  snapped 
Mrs.  McGinty,  dropping  the  pipe 
into  the  water.  Quick  as  an  Irish 
temper,  down  went  McGinty  after  it! 


NICE  WORK,  MISTER!”  said  a 


young  lad  on  the  dock. ‘"But  you  bet- 
ter smoke  a milder  tobacco  to  stay  out 
of  the  ‘dog  house’.  Try  the  world’s 
best-smelling  blend  of  burleys!” 


Cellophane  tape 
around  lid  seals 
flavor  in,  brings 
you  tobacco  100% 
factory-fresh! 


Tune  in  UNCLE  WALTER’S  DOG  HOUSE 

E ve ry  Tuesday  night — NBC  Red  network 
Prizes  for  your  “Dog  House”  experience 


CARBURETOR 


U S.  Pai  No.  2.082.106  . _ 

KAYWOODIE  s4 


Wonderful  thing,  Science— for  doing  some- 
thing to  make  smoking  happier  for  men 
who  puff  fast— furiously  on  their  pipes. 
For  them,  for  you,  Kaywoodie  invented 
the  Carburetor  Kaywoodie,  that  has  a 
tiny  air-intake  inlet  in  the  bottom  of  the 
bowl.  When  you  puff,  in  comes  air  through 
the  inlet.  Puff  harder— in  comes  more  air. 
The  more  you  puff,  the  more  air.  Result: 
your  smoke  stays  cool  and  sweet  and 
serene  no  matter  how  fast  you  draw  in 
smoke.  For  cooler,  happier  smoking,  treat 
yourself  to  a Carburetor  Kaywoodie.  Four 
dollars  does  it  at  any  good  tobacconist’s. 
Shown  above,  No.  22. 


KAYWOODIE  COMPANY 

Rockefeller  Center,  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 
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Strategic  Bethlehem 

Lehigh  Valley’s  role 
in  National  Defense 

Jim  Boucher  ’42 

■ Article  ■ 

WHISPERS  cloud  military  preparations  in  the  Le- 
high Valley.  As  defense  operations  have  pro- 
gressed, information  concerning  them  has  become 
more  meagre  and  its  release  less  frequent.  Recently  Army 
and  Navy  officials  tightened  their  grip  on  confidential  in- 
formation, some  of  which  had  been  leaking  out  through 
talkative  congressmen.  To  Lehigh  men  sauntering  over  an 
autumn  campus,  it  all  seems  vaguer  still,  as  far  from  no- 
tice as  an  announcement  of  a Ladies’  Aid  meeting  in  the 
Globe-Times. 

However,  much  is  obvious  about  the  military  importance 
of  the  Lehigh  Valley.  The  biggest  member  of  "Little  Steel’’, 
Bethlehem  Steel,  forms  a huge  nucleus  about  which  clust- 
er many  other  kinds  of  defense  production.  Just  what  and 
how  much  military  material  is  being  produced  is  not  avail- 
able, for  a tight  cloak  of  secrecy  veils  that  sort  of  thing. 
Only  certain  key  men  in  production  know  exactly  what  the 
score  is.  All  defense  orders  are  the  property  of  the  govern- 
ment and  as  such  are  under  the  government's  direct  control 
and  supervision. 

Second  in  importance  to  national  defense  in  this  area  is 
the  Mack  Manufacturing  company,  maker  of  trucks  and 
buses.  This  concern  is  now  manufacturing  army  trucks,  and 
on  October  14  announced  that  the  Ordnance  department 
of  the  United  States  army  had  instructed  them  to  proceed 
with  the  manufacture  of  transmissions  for  medium  (25- 
ton)  tanks.  Part  of  this  order,  which  will  total  about  $10, 
000,000,  will  be  handled  in  the  large  Mack  plant  in  Allen- 
town. 

Roller-Smith  company,  manufacturers  of  electrical  in- 
struments, have  large  orders  for  aircraft  electrical  instru- 
ments. One  of  the  largest  barbed  wire  manufacturing  plants 
in  the  country  is  located  in  Allentown  and  is  owned  by  the 
American  Steel  and  Wire  company. 

Ingersoll-Rand  company  at  Phillipsburg,  whose  com- 
mercial line  is  rock  drills,  is  equipped  to  manufacture  cer- 
tain types  of  mechanized  equipment  and  munitions. 

The  Traylor  Engineering  and  Manufacturing  Company 


of  Allentown,  makers  of  heavy  machinery,  had  experience 
during  World  War  I in  making  shells.  The  owner  made  a 
fortune  selling  munitions  to  England  early  in  the  war.  The 
Easton  Car  and  Construction  Company  large  producers  of 
industrial  trucks,  could  be  important  in  the  manufacturing 
of  gun  carriages. 

Many  foundries,  machine  shops,  tank  and  metal  pro- 
ducts manufactories  are  in  the  Lehigh  Valley,  most  of  which 
can  make  articles  for  military  use.  The  New  Jersey  Zinc 
Company’s  smelter  and  refinery  at  Palmerton,  Pa.,  is  a very 
large  producer  of  pure  zinc  and  of  zinc  oxide,  which  is 
used  in  paint  and  as  a filler  in  rubber  for  tires  and  other 
goods  important  for  war  waging. 

About  fourteen  companies  operating  in  the  Cement  Belt 
will  be  essential  in  producing  material  for  construction  of 
airports,  big  gun  emplacements,  and  air  raid  shelters. 

A small  firm  in  Hellertown,  the  Edison-Splitdorf  com- 
pany, makes  spark  plugs. 

Besides  the  industries  which  are  affected  directly  by  mili- 
tary preparations  there  are  many  local  concerns  indirectly 
affected  but  of  great  importance  to  national  defense.  Pro- 
bably the  largest  is  the  structural  steel  industry,  upon  which 
will  fall  the  demand  for  new  factory  construction.  A few 
of  the  local  structural  steel  industries  are  Bethlehem  Fab- 
ricators, Incorporated;  Easton  Steel  Structures  Company; 
the  Lehigh  Structural  Company  in  Allentown;  and  a sub- 
sidiary company  of  the  Bethlehem  Steel. 

Oxygen,  hydrogen,  and  actylene,  gases  used  for  weld- 
ing, are  now  very  much  in  demand,  and  are  produced 
locally  by  the  Air  Reduction  Sales  Company  in  Bethlehem 
and  by  the  Linde  Air  Products  Company  and  the  Paschall 
Oxygen  Company  in  Allentown. 

The  Lehigh  Valley,  while  preponderantly  industrial,  is 
still  an  important  agricultural  area.  Lehigh  and  Northamp- 
ton counties  together  have  over  fifty-five  hundred  farms. 
Potatoes,  corn,  wheat — three  million  dollars  worth  annual- 
ly pour  into  the  vast  metropolitan  areas  of  New  York  and 
Philadelphia.  Food  in  warfare  is  as  important  as  anti-air- 
craft guns. 

Five  railroads  and  a network  of  paved  highways  connect 
the  Valley  with  the  important  industrial  and  metropolitan 
centers  of  the  East.  The  main  arteries  of  communication, 
like  those  in  any  modern  American  district,  are  the  Bell  sys- 
tem, Western  Union,  and  Postal  Telegraph. 

Registration  Day  indicated  a grand  total  of  some  42,000 
potential  soldiers  from  Northampton  and  Lehigh  counties. 

In  order  that  the  vast  industrial  wealth  of  the  Lehigh 
Valley  be  put  to  the  most  productive  use  for  national 
defense,  organizations  must  be  effected.  During  the  last 
twenty  years  the  Army  and  Navy  Departments  have  made 
extensive  inspections  of  plants  and  from  time  to  time  placed 
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Gene  Control 

No  more  whacky 
than  most  plans 
to  fix  the  world 

Lynn  C.  Bartlett  ’43 

■ Satire  ■ 

IT  SEEMS  to  be  agreed  by  practically  everyone  that 
things  have  come  to  a pretty  pass,  are  in  a fine  state, 
have  reached  the  depths  and  so  on.  Look  at  the  war. 
Look  at  Adolph  the  Aryan.  Look  at  Joe  and  Benito.  Look 
at  the  Japanese-Chinese  war.  When  they’re  not  looking. 
Things  are  in  a terrible  state. 

Isn’t  Adolph  a nasty  man? 

Doesn’t  the  man  next  door  whistle  the  most  godawful 
tune  ? 

But  don’t  tear  your  hair  about  it. 

Don’t  jump  off  the  New  street  bridge.  Pay  your  toll. 

We  have  a plan. 

We  have  studied  and  researched  many  long  years.  And 
now  we  come  out  with  our  humble  and  simple  plan  for 
creating  a World  State  free  of  war,  crime,  disease,  im- 
morality, dictators,  and  athlete’s  foot. 

Gene  control. 

Simple,  isn’t  it?  We  have  crop  control,  Japanese  beetle 
control,  birth  control.  Why  not  gene  control  ? Scientific 
breeding.  They  do  it  with  fruit  flies  and  chickens.  Mendel 
did  it.  Why  can’t  we  do  it? 

Here  is  the  idea.  It’s  ridiculously  simple.  The  biology 
department  says  it’s  just  ridiculous.  Let  us  be  up  and  doing. 
In  case  you  don’t  know  all  about  genes,  in  case  you  are 


still  groping  for  Truth,  genes  are  inheritable  factors,  or 
protein  complexes,  or  what  have  you,  in  chromosomes,  and 
a chromosome,  according  to  my  biology  book  (Woodruff: 
Foundations  of  Biology.  Poor  Woodruff)  is  "a  linkage 
group  of  genes”  which  brings  us  right  back  to  where  we 
started.  We’ll  start  again. 

A gene,  also  according  to  Woodruff,  is  an  "independently 
inheritable  factor  or  element  in  the  chromosomes  which 
influences  the  development  of  one  or  more  characters  of 
the  organism.”  So  let’s  forget  about  chromosomes.  I don’t 
know  what  they  are  and  you  don’t  care.  They  occur  in 
fruit-flies. 

We  know,  then,  that  genes  are  factors  which  control 
what  you  are  to  a certain  extent.  Each  parent  contributes 
an  equal  number  of  chromosomes  to  a child,  so  that  each 
parent  thus  gives  one-half  of  the  total  number  of  genes,  or 
inheritable  factors,  which  go  into  the  development  of  the 
new  organism.  The  sperm  contributes  genes  and  the  egg 
contributes  genes. 

According  to  biologists,  the  characteristics,  physical, 
mental,  and  emotional,  possessed  by  each  individual  are 
the  result  of  an  inter-action,  an  inter-relation  of  the  factors 
in  the  germ  plasm — the  genes — and  of  the  factors  of  en- 
vironment. That’s  terribly  simple.  Biologists,  however, 
cannot  tell  to  just  what  extent  genes,  or  inherited  factors, 
contribute  to  the  make-up  of  the  individual.  That’s  un- 
known. Since  the  extent  of  the  genes’  importance  on  the 
individual  and  his  future  actions  is  unknown,  we  shall  be 
just  too  utterly  fantastic  and  assume,  for  purposes  of  the 
World  State  (beloved  by  Marx  and  H.  G.  Wells),  that 
genes  control  all  of  a person's  characteristics.  By  our  hy- 
pothesis, then,  there  would  be  genes  not  only  to  control 
the  color  of  your  eyes  and  your  height,  as  the  biologists 
would  have  it,  but  also  genes  to  control  your  patriotism, 
blood  pressure,  egotism,  and  ability  at  lip-reading.  All 
biology  and  sociology  books  will  disagree  with  this  of 
course.  But  let  them  scoff.  Look  at  Thomas  Edison.  Where 
would  he  be  if  he  had  let  himself  be  discouraged  from 
inventing  just  because  people  laughed  at  him? 

Thus  we  see,  that,  under  our  hypothesis,  all  our  ills  can 
be  laid  at  the  door  of  the  genes.  Does  your  ice-man  whistle 
off-key?  It’s  a reversion  to  one  of  the  characteristics  of  his 
grandfather,  who  was  second-string  halfback  with  the  Phil- 
harmonic. Adolph  and  his  laddie-boys  are  raising  hell  in 
Europe.  England  is  being  bombed.  Scweinberger’s  Shoe 
Store  is  having  a fire  sale,  (adv.)  Don’t  blame  Adolph. 
Don’t  blame  Benito.  Don’t  blame  their  followers.  Their 
genes  are  acting  up.  Adolph  is  what  he  is  because  of  his 
genes.  And  his  genes  are  what  they  are  because  of  Herr 
and  Frau  Schickelgruber’s  genes.  Think  of  what  the  world 
might  have  been  if  a few  little  protein  complexes  had  been 
arranged  differently.  Amazing,  this  hypothesis  of  ours. 
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FOOTBALL  without  tradition  is  like  food  without 
spice,  wine  without  song,  kisses  without  a mustache. 
Realizing  this,  a few  Lehigh  lads  hack  in  the  latter 
part  of  the  last  century  decided  that  their  school  in  days 
to  come  would  not  be  one  of  those  which,  when  sallying 
forth  onto  the  gridiron  to  do  battle,  would  grievously 
lament  the  fact  that  theirs  was  a game  which  lacked  a 
historic  background.  Men  of  action  and  daring  they  were, 
for  at  that  time  the  sport  of  football  was  frowned  upon 
by  most  universities  in  general  and  by  Lehigh  in  particular; 
to  form  a ball  club  was  to  court  the  profound  disfavor  of 
the  faculty.  Disregarding  professional  frowns  and  aca- 
demic murmurs,  they  proceeded  according  to  plan  and 
formed  the  Lehigh  Football  Association,  issued  a challenge 
to  the  nearest  rival  in  sight,  and,  on  October  25,  1884, 
played  the  first  game  of  the  longest  unbroken  collegiate 
rivalry  in  the  United  States. 

The  game  at  that  time  was  far  different  in  form  than 
it  is  today.  The  brainchild  of  Walter  Camp,  it  was  formally 
presented  to  the  world  when  Princeton  played  and  trounced 
Rutgers  in  1869.  By  1884  football  had  evolved  from  its 
semi-soccer  form  to  the  ball-carrying,  punting  stage,  a 
type  of  play  in  which  strategy  was  non-existent  and  bone- 
squashing  line  drives  played  the  major  part.  This  type 
of  play  often  reached  killing  intensity,  and  was  the  main 
reason  for  the  great  unpopularity  of  the  sport  among  col- 
legiate faculties. 

Now  to  the  first  Lehigh-Lafayette  game.  Members  of 


50-0  Let’s  Fight 

The  origin  of  the 
musty  old  tradition 
of  playing  Lafayette 

Sandor  Mark  ’42 

■ Article  ■ 

the  team,  captained  by  J.  B.  Robeson,  met  at  the  new  gym 
and  set  out  for  Easton  the  morning  of  October  25,  with  a 
small  student  body  trailing  along  to  see  the  fun.  It  was 
a fine  brisk  autumn  day,  just  right  for  football.  The 
team  and  the  cheering  section  both  looked  forward  ex- 
pectantly- -in  fact,  they  pointed  with  pride — to  an  easy 
and  complete  victory.  We  had  weight,  we  had  power,  and 
we  had  a well-equipped  team  of  men  who  had  been  prac- 
ticing for  almost  two  weeks.  Darn  it,  how  could  anyone 
beat  us? 

Along  the  road  to  Easton  the  cheering  section  practiced 
the  two  collegiate  cheers  formally  approved  by  the  faculty. 
It  is  reported  in  the  Lehigh  Burr  of  that  time  that  even 
then,  before  the  novelty  of  the  game  had  worn  off,  the 
student  body  cheered  poorly  and  raggedly — so  lousily,  in- 
deed, that  many  wondered  whether  or  not  the  team  was 
being  supported. 
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Polack  Soldier 


He  had  five  bullets 
in  his  gun  and  a 
memory  to  go  with  each 

Ed  Klein  '42 

Fiction  ■ 


PRIVATE  Ignaz  Lescienscwitz  rubbed  his  sweaty  hands 
on  his  dusty  tunic.  He  could  watch  the  whole 
road  from  his  perch  in  the  oak  tree.  Soon  the  jeldgrau 
columns  of  the  invader  would  march  into  sight.  He  moved 
his  hand  nervously  over  the  stock  of  his  long  Lebel  rifle. 
It  wasn't  the  heat  of  the  day  that  caused  the  little  beads  of 
moisture  on  the  sparse  hairs  of  his  beard.  He  loosened 
the  extra  clips  of  cartridges  in  his  belt.  He  was  young — too 
young  for  the  business  of  war.  But  the  pale  blue  eyes  set 
in  the  broad  Slavic  face  were  old.  They  had  seen  too  much. 

Two  weeks  before,  he  had  ridden  proudly  away,  the 
pennants  of  his  regiment  streaming  bravely  from  his  lance 
head.  The  lance  now  lay  broken  in  some  field  far  to  the 
west.  The  regiment  had  charged  courageously  and  stupidly 
at  a squadron  of  lumbering  black  monsters.  Now  there 
was  no  regiment,  and  there  was  no  army,  and  soon  there 
would  be  no  Poland. 

He  had  deserted  rather  than  be  killed  or  captured.  He 
had  wanted  to  go  home.  He  had  wanted  his  mother  and 
father  and  sister.  He  had  wanted  to  fill  his  nostrils  with 
the  smell  of  newly  baked  bread  and  he  wanted  the  feel 
of  a plow  in  his  hands  as  it  broke  the  soil.  He  had  had 
enough  war. 

What  was  left  of  his  village  lay  a kilometer  or  so  to 
his  rear.  By  twisting  his  head  he  could  see  the  charred 
remains.  Bombers  had  done  that.  Sleek  black  birds  of 
destruction.  From  a survivor  he  learned  that  he  had  no 
home  and  could  never  expect  to  see  his  father  or  mother  or 
sister.  So  he  sat  waiting  in  the  tree  for  the  appearance  of 
the  invading  column. 

On  the  horizon  he  could  see  the  beginning  of  a dust 
cloud  rising  in  the  glittering  autumn  air.  His  mouth  was 
dry.  He  worked  his  tongue  about,  wet  his  lips,  wiped 
them  again  on  his  sleeve.  The  dust  cloud  grew  larger. 
The  motorized  column  came  in  sight.  Big  trucks  filled 
with  helmeted  men,  flanked  by  scout  cars  and  motorcycles. 
The  metal  equipment  glinting  in  the  sunlight  taunted  him. 
In  a blaze  of  fury  he  flung  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder.  His 
eye  squinted  along  the  barrel.  He  started  to  squeeze  the 


trigger.  Then  he  relaxed  and  lowered  the  gun.  Better  wait 
until  they  were  nearer.  Wait  until  they  were  so  close  that 
he  couldn’t  miss.  Then  he  would  take  aim  and  fire — aim 
and  fire  again  and  again  until  they  got  him.  He  would 
die — he  knew  that — but  so  would  some  of  the  wearers  of 
the  smart  jeldgrau  uniforms  and  the  polished  black  boots. 

The  column  advanced  steadily.  He  thought  at  about 
forty  kilometers  an  hour.  He  wasn’t  sure.  He  set  his  sights 
at  three  hundred  meters.  There  was  no  wind  to  allow  for. 
He  couldn’t  miss  at  three  hundred  meters.  His  rifle  held 
five  shots.  One  for  his  mother,  one  for  his  father,  one  for 
his  sister,  one  for  Poland,  and  one  for  himself.  If  there 
was  time  there  were  those  extra  clips  pressing  into  his  belly. 
He  hoped  he  would  be  able  to  use  them.  He  wasn’t  nervous 
now.  He  held  his  hand  in  front  of  his  face.  It  was  steady. 
He  felt  a little  like  laughing. 

In  the  leading  scout  car  a German  boy,  his  sleeves  bearing 
the  chevrons  of  a sergeant-gunner,  lowered  his  field  glasses. 
He  spoke  quietly  to  the  driver.  The  driver  nodded.  The 
German  boy  adjusted  the  sights  of  his  machine  gun.  Fired 
a short  burst  at  a lone  oak  tree  that  stood  like  a sentinel  out 
of  the  plain  about  four  hundred  meters  away. 

Private  Ignaz  Lescienscwitz  was  dead  before  his  body 
hit  the  warm  brown  earth  of  Poland. 
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THE  MAYOR,  sitting  in  the  grandstand  with  his  shoes 
off,  beamed  rather  bitterly  while  two  reporters  popped 
flashlight  bulbs  in  his  face.  Conscription  was  a fine 
thing,  and  parades  were  pretty  even  if  they  did  involve 
sweating,  but  Mohawk  Falls  seemed  very  far  away  from 
Berchtesgaden.  He  sighed  mightily  and  dreamed  of  the 
fifth  fairway  and  a scotch  in  the  locker-room,  all  gone. 
He  wished  that  little  man  would  have  kept  using  his  tooth- 
brush to  brush  his  teeth  with  instead  of  wearing  it  between 
his  nose  and  his  upper  lip.  He  wished  that  the  little  man 
would  have  stuck  to  paperhanging. 

Main  street  had  been  cleared  at  noon  by  the  Law.  It 
was  difficult  because  there  had  been  a sale  at  Dyer’s  De- 
partment Mart  and  several  hundred  of  the  town’s  females 
had  wedged  their  cars  up  and  down  in  front  of  it,  and  had 
been  worshipping  with  terrifying  enthusiasm  the  great 
God  Dollarninetyeight.  Getting  them  to  remove  their  con- 
veyances was  not  the  safest  thing  to  do,  as  Sergeant  O'Malley 
found  out.  His  professional  comrades  at  the  police  station, 
after  having  applied  artificial  respiration  to  him  for  an 
hour  and  five  minutes,  viewed  with  interest  his  return  to 
consciousness  as  unassailable  evidence  that  being  beaten 
rapidly  upon  the  head  with  a whale-bone  corset  was  not 
necessarily  a fatal  experience. 

The  mayor  sighed  again,  ignored  the  sweat  that  glistened 
pleasantly  on  his  pudgy  face,  and  smiled  approval  at  the 
float  which  was  passing  him — an  affair  of  crepe  paper  built 
over  the  town's  only  vehicle  for  garbage  disposal  on  which 
seven  attractive  members  of  the  ladies  auxiliary  were  dis- 
posed in  varying  attitudes  of  Liberty,  Virtue,  and  Freedom 
of  Speech. 

Mrs.  Larrimer,  president  of  the  Tuesday  Bridge  Club, 
now  attired  as  Liberty,  inclined  her  head  graciously  before 
the  red,  white,  and  blue  bunting  which  billowed  around 
the  grandstand.  Deep  down  inside  of  her,  she  wondered 
why  she  had  been  so  carried  away  by  things  that  she  had 
forgotten  to  wear  her  girdle. 

Mingled  with  the  mob,  but  not  sharing  its  delight,  were 
the  two  figures  of  a boy  and  a girl.  The  girl,  known  to 
her  intimates  as  Thelma,  was  at  this  moment  sitting  on  a 
slightly  soiled  cracker  box  from  which  reared  her  rather 
large  torso.  The  yellow  cardigan  which  covered  it  com- 
bined nicely  with  several  handfuls  of  her  raven  hair  which 
had  fallen  langourously  over  one  eye  as  she  declined  her 
head  upon  the  lamp-post  beside  her.  The  insertion  of  a 
king-size  cigarette  between  the  two  rather  lurid  roses  of  her 
lips  and  the  half-closed  state  of  her  remaining  eye  completed 
the  debonair  picture  which  she  made.  Above  this  vision 
of  shy  maidenhood,  marred  perhaps  by  lumpiness  in  the 
wrong  places,  towered  Junior. 


to  Arms 


Junior  had  the 
whole  situation  wel 
in  hand  — almost 


Jim  Binder  '41 


■ Fiction  ■ 


Junior,  to  be  frank,  was  a mouse.  Three  inches  of  chalk- 
white  hair,  ascending  straight  to  heaven,  added  nicely  to 
his  five  foot  five,  making  five  foot  eight  in  all.  Although 
his  face  was  made  slightly  bewildering  by  the  fact  that  it 
had  no  chin,  he  made  up  for  it  by  beetling  his  eyebrows 
which  helped  to  preserve  his  dignity  when  little  children 
saw  him  on  the  streets  and  screamed. 

"How  dull,  how  incredibly  awfully  dull,”  grated  Thelma 

gay1y- 

Junior  squeaked  in  terror  and  began  to  crack  his  knuckles. 
He  wished  she  wouldn't  say  things  like  that.  He  loved  her 
like  a sparrow  loves  a rattlesnake.  She  hypnotized  him. 
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NEW 

Victor  Recordings 

2676- — Special  Delivery  Stomp 
Keeping  Myself  For  you 

Artie  Shaw  and 

His  Gramercy  Five 

-0770 — I'd  Know  You  Anywhere 
You’ve  Got  3Ie  This  Way 

Tommy  Dorsey 

and  His  Orchestra 

26705— Down  Argentine  "Way 
You’re  Nearer 

Leo  Reisman 

and  His  Orchestra 

20785 — Fsil ling  Leaves 

Goodbye,  Little  Dartin’,  Good- 
bye 

Tommy  Dorsey 

and  His  Orchestra 

207SS — In  a Mellotone 

ltu  in  pus  in  It  ieh  mond 

Duke  Ellington 

and  His  Orchestra 

PHILLIPS 

MUSIC  STORE 

24  E.  Third  St.  Phone  2550 


Morganstern’s 
Esso  Servicenter 

EFFICIENT  CARS  CALLER 

AND  FOR 

EXPERT  AND 

ATTENT I ( )N  DELIV  ER  ED 

Car  Washing  and  Polishing 


Twenty-four  Hour 
Service 

Broadway  and  Wyandotte 

PHONE  !)2<i  1 


HOWARD  R. 
LAUFER 

WE  MAKE  KEYS 

HARDWARE,  CLASS 
FURNACES,  ROOFING 
Paints,  Oils,  Varnishes 

Phone  990 

4 1 I WYANDOTTE  STREET 


Platter 

Prattle 

PERHAPS  the  most  significant 
news  of  the  month  in  jazz  works 
comes  from  Hollywood,  Califor- 
nia, where  the  New  Million  Dollar 
Palladium  ball  room  was  opened  by 
Tommy  Dorsey.  There,  in  surround- 
ings and  ceremonies  similar  to  those 
of  the  New  York  World's  Fair,  a time 
capsule  was  buried  with  the  most  re- 
presentative jazz  collection  of  records 
to  be  obtained  of  music  of  the  1930’s. 
Works  by  Whiteman,  Beiderbecke, 
Benny  Goodman’s  "Sing,  Sing,  Sing”, 
Tommy  Dorsey’s  "Marie”,  Artie 
Shaw’s  "Begin  the  Beguine”,  and  oth- 
er records  by  Hal  Kemp,  Larry  Clin- 
ton, Glenn  Miller,  and  Duke  Ellington 
were  among  those  that  were  sent 
down  below  until  the  year  2000. 

John  Barbirolli  of  the  New  York 
Philharmonic  has  invited  Benny  Good- 
man to  play  in  Carnegie  Hall  on  Dec. 
12  and  13.  His  selections  will  include 
Mozart  and  Debussy  works  for  the 
clarinet. 

Tragic  events  abroad  seem  to  be 
having  an  effect  on  popular  band  lead- 
ers. Their  latest  idea  is  to  cash  in  on 
patriotic  tunes. 

• T.  Dorsey 

Tommy  Dorsey  rates  our  choice  as 
the  band  of  the  month  because  of  his 
far-sightedness  in  catching  the  swing 
of  American  tastes.  We  present  the 
following  which,  while  they  are  com- 
mercial tunes,  are  most  representative 
of  beautiful  styling  and  sock  arrang- 
ing by  the  Dorsey  arranger,  Sy  Oliver. 

The  One  1 Love  (Victor)  has  a ter- 
rific beginning  with  Hymie  Shertzer 
on  sax.  It’s  followed  up  by  the  rhythm 
section,  with  vocals  by  Frank  Sin- 
atra and  the  Pied  Pipers.  Isham  Jones 
and  Gus  Kahn  are  the  authors.  And 
So  Do  1 is  on  the  reverse  side  and  is  a 
typical  sweet  tune  with  Connie  Haines 
taking  the  chorus. 


Several  additions  in  personnel  have 
greatly  improved  the  organization. 
Ziggy  Elman,  former  no.  1 Goodman 
trumpeter,  now  has  the  first  chair  in 
the  brass  section.  Chuck  Peterson  has 
also  filled  in  for  convalescing  Jimmy 
Blake  in  the  "Gabriel”  department. 

• Charlie  Barnet 

Charlie  Barnet  has  the  real  punch. 
We  suggest  Wild  Mab  of  the  Fish 
Pond  (Bluebird)  is  slow  and  easy, 
plenty  of  mellow  sax  phrasing.  Night 
and  Day  takes  the  cake  for  being  one 
of  the  most  unusual  arrangements  ever 
put  out  on  Cole  Porter’s  famous  tune. 
Again,  the  imagination  that  Barnet 
possesses  is  written  all  over  this  disc. 
Piano,  sax,  and  trumpet  solos  are  all 
well  worth  an  investment  on  your  part, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  question — answer 
effect  near  the  close  between  the  brass 
and  sax  groups. 

® Will  Bradley 

Will  Bradley’s  Beat  Ale  Daddy 
Eight  to  the  Bar,  is  already  a world- 
beater  (Columbia) . Freddie  Slack  is 
the  pianist;  Ray  McKinley,  the  vocal- 
ist in  this  two-sided  boogie  classic. 
Put  this  down  on  your  must  list  for  it 
will  probably  go  down  on  the  books 
as  one  of  the  greats  in  this  type  of 
rhythm. 

® Glenn  Miller 

Glenn  Miller,  while  his  band  is  try- 
ing to  shake  off  the  stereotyped  com- 
mercial tune-playing  that  brought  it 
national  recognition,  remains  in  that 
rut  with  Yesterthonghts  although  ad- 
vance notices  told  us  otherwise. 
(Bluebird)  A Handful  of  Stars  is 
more  delightful  because  of  a well- 
handled  vocal  by  Ray  Eberle.  The 
words  are  rather  silly. 


page  26,  please 
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Classical 

Musings 


THE  most  amazing  thing  that  has 
happened  over  the  summer  is  the 
drastic  reduction  in  prices  in  rec- 
ords by  the  two  largest  companies  - 
Victor  and  Columbia.  This  is  in  fol- 
lowing with  the  rebirth  of  enthusiasm 
for  classical  music  all  over  the  coun- 
try, and  the  policy  of  musical  organ- 
izations in  fostering  this  feeling. 

With  the  return  of  all  the  stars  from 
their  South  American  and  festival  en- 
gagements, and  the  initial  concert  ol 
the  New  York  Philharmonic  Orches- 
tra under  the  leadership  of  John  Bar- 
birolli, the  fall  season  of  serious 
music  has  officially  begun. 

The  event  that  the  critics  discussed 
most  was  the  organization  of  the 
Youth  Orchestra  by  Leopold  Stokow- 
ski, and  the  recordings  they  have 
made.  The  best  known  of  these  is 
Ravel’s  Bolero  on  Columbia  release 
X-174.  This  orchestra  was  greeted 
with  wild  enthusiasm  in  both  New 
York  and  in  South  America.  The  or- 
ganization of  this  group  is  noteworthy 
because  it  shows  that  concern  is  be- 
ing shown  for  the  cause  of  youthful 
musicians,  and  their  proper  develop- 
ment. 

Another  interesting  thing  concern- 
ing recordings  is  that  Columbia  Mas- 
terworks  has  engaged  such  top  flight 
musicians  as  John  Barbirolli,  Igor 
Stravinsky,  and  Artur  Rodzinski,  and 
is  producing  recordings  that  are  now 
comparable  with  those  of  Victor. 

The  system  has  bogged  down  some- 
what, and  this  reviewer  has  not  receiv- 
ed much  material  concerning  recent  re- 
leases from  the  distributors.  However, 
there  is  a trend,  it  is  observed,  to 
give  more  recognition  to  the  modern 
Russian  school  of  composers.  The 
most  popular  to  the  American  listener 
is  Serge  Prokofiev,  whose  composi- 
tions, the  Classical  Symphony,  Lieu- 
tenant Kizhe  Suite,  and  Peter  and  the 


W olf,  have  been  magnificently  record- 
ed by  Victor. 

Equally  as  competent  in  the  same 
school  are  Nikolai  Miaskovsky,  Rein- 
hold Gliere,  and  Dimitri  Schostakov- 
ich.  However,  they  are  less  widely 
known,  and  fewer  recordings  have 
been  made  of  their  works.  More  recog- 
nition should  be  given  to  these  men. 
as  their  works  are  really  worthwhile, 
and  should  be  made  available  to  the 
American  listener. 

• Iturbi 

Mendelssohn:  Symphony  No.  3 in 
A Minor  ( Scotch ) Jose  Iturbi  con- 
ducting the  Rochester  Philharmonic 
Orchestra.  Victor  Album  M-699. 

This  is  a fine  recording  of  a lesser 
known  work  of  Mendelssohn,  built  up 
around  a series  of  Scottish  folk  tunes. 
It  is  the  first  recording  ever  made  of 
this  symphony,  but  the  haunting  mel- 
odies and  the  excellent  interpretation 
by  Iturbi  makes  this  album  a worth- 
while one  for  any  lover  of  music. 

0 Stravinsky 

Stravinsky:  Le  Sacre  du  Printemps. 
Igor  Stravinsky  leading  the  New  York 
Philharmonic  Orchestra.  Columbia  Al- 
bum M-4I3. 

The  composer  is  conducting  his  own 
work,  acclaimed  by  many  as  his  most 
famous  composition,  originally  writ- 
ten for  ballet,  featured  by  the  great 
Diaghilev  in  the  original  Ballet  Russe. 
It  is  a most  interesting  work,  embody- 
ing a graceful  charm,  complemented 
by  the  forcefulness  of  the  composer, 
most  notable  in  the  Fire  Bird  Suite, 

• 

She — "Frosh,  who  said  you  could 
kiss  me?” 

He — "Everybody.” 

—Owl 


SMITH’S 

BROAD  STREET 
CLEANERS  and  DYERS 

Dry  Cleaning,  Pressing  and 
Repairing- 

Hats  Cleaned  and  Blocked 

12  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

Phone  2934 


The  Fraternities’ 
Choice 

PURITY 

FOOD  MARKET 

♦ 

Meats  - Groceries 
Produce 

— ♦— 

PHONE  4020 


EARL  H.  GIER 

JEWELER 

129  West  Fourth  Street 


Next  to  Post  Office 


PHONE  1067 


D.  M.  GOLDBERG 
Florist 

Floivers  For  All  Occasions 

17  W.  BROAD  STREET 
Phone  2054-J 


THE  BIC  SHOTS  engage  in  a little  skull  practice  around  a landscape  target.  Standing 
/vith  the  pointer  is  Department  head  Col.  )oseph  S.  Leonard.  Seated  left  to  right  are 
Reserve  Capt.  Phillips,  Lt.  Col.  Brian,  and  Lt.  Campbell.  Standing  left  to  right  are 
-t.  Pierce,  Ordnance  Reserve  Capt.  Barrows,  and  Reserve  Capt.  Schwartz. 


’APER  WORK  is  handled  by  Sergeant  John  F Beck  and  Miss  Gallagher.  The  Military 
lepartment  grinds  out  more  mimeographed  material  than  any  other  department, 
leek  has  seven  years  service,  four  and  a half  as  a sergeant. 


Lehigh’s 


The  Staff 

Promotions  and  transfers  have  caused  the  familiar 
figures  of  Major  Bacon,  Major  Adams,  and  Captain 
Mesick  to  be  supplanted  this  year  by  a crop  of  re- 
serve officers.  Only  Colonel  Leonard  and  newly- 
promoted  Lt.  Colonel  Brian  remain  from  the  old 
staff  of  instructors. 

Colonel  Joseph  S.  Leonard,  born  in  1888,  is  a 
West  Pointer,  class  of  1910.  He  served  in  Tientsin, 
China,  1914-17;  Manila,  P.  L,  1920-22.  Attend- 
ed Infantry  School,  1925,  Command  and  General 
School,  1926. 

Lieutenant  Colonel  Adrian  R.  Brian,  born  in  1892, 
is  a graduate  of  University  of  Nebraska,  1 91 7.  Mexi- 
can Border  service  in  1916  with  the  National  Guard. 
First  Officers'  Training  CamD,  Ft.  Snelling,  Minn., 
1917;  Panama,  1922-25;  Phil'lipines,  1935-38. 

Reserve  Ordnance  Captain  William  M.  Barrows, 
Jr.,  was  born  in  1908.  Graduated  from  Ohio  State 
university,  1929,  majored  in  Math  and  Physics. 
Master’s  degree,  1931,  doctor’s  1934.  Research 
associate,  University  of  Rochester,  1934-37;  assis- 
tant Physics  professor  at  Florida  State  College  for 
Women!  1937-40. 

Reserve  Infantry  Captain  Charles  E.  Phillips, 
born  1911,  graduated  from  Penn  State,  1933.  Three 
months  of  C.C.C.  duty.  Alpha  Chi  Rho.  Faculty 
advisor  of  the  Rifle  team 

Reserve  Infantry  Captain  John  F.  Schwartz,  born 
1911,  graduated  Lehigh  University,  1932.  Three 
months  of  C.C.C.  duty.  Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 

First  Lieutenant  Samuel  Pierce,  Jr.,  born  1912, 
graduated  University  of  Vermont,  1934.  Entered 
Army  in  1936.  18th  Infantry.  C.C.C.  commandant. 
Commander  of  B & C school  for  colored,  Fort  Dix, 
N.  J.,  and  B & C school,  C.C.C.,  Chenango  Forks, 
N.  Y.  Delta  Psi. 

Second  Lieutenant  James  D.  Campbell,  born 
1916,  graduated  Gettysburg  College,  1937.  Entered 
Army  under  Thomason  act,  1939.  Served  in  34th 
Infantry,  67th  Infantry  (medium  tanks),  70th  Tank 
Battalion.  Phi  Kappa  Psi. 


EQUIPMENT  is  cared  for  by  Staff  Sergeant  Thomas  H.  Duby  Rifles,  M.G.'s, 
37  m.m.'s,  uniforms,  Browning  automatic  rifles,  all  receive  his  experienced 
attention.  Served  overseas  as  a tank  corps  lieutenant  and  holds  a reserve 
commission. 


R.O.T.C. 


The  Rifle  Team 

Since  joining  the  National  Rifle  association  in 
1933-38,  Lehigh  has  developed  one  of  the  country’s 
top-notch  rifle  teams  This  is  largely  the  result  of 
the  efforts  of  Coach  Sergeant  George  F Casda.  The 
team  has  won  35  and  lost  1,0  dual  meets.  Five  of 
the  meets  dropped  were  to  Annapolis,  two  to  West 
Point.  This  is  shooting  in  any  league. 

Some  of  the  outstanding  Lehigh  shots  are  David 
R.  Smith,  ’42,  present  Intercollegiate  Rifle  cham- 
pion, and  All  American  William  Hooper,  All  Ameri- 
can 1934;  William  Woodring,  National  champion, 

1936-37-38;  W.  A.  Sheppard,  2nd  All  American, 
1937;  and  E.  C.  Uhl,  2nd  All  American,  1938-39. 

Lehigh  has  won  the  following  list  of  Hearst  tro- 
phies since  1934: 

1935 —  1st  place,  3rd  Corps  area 

1 936 —  2nd  place,  3rd  Corps  area 

1937 —  3rd  place,  3rd  Corps  area 

1938 —  3rd  place,  3rd  Corps  area 

1939 —  3rd  place,  3rd  Corps  area 

1940 —  National  Hearst  champions 

The  championship  team  consisted  of  John  A.  Dal  - 
len,  Edward  G.  Uhl,  David  R.  Smith,  Theodore  C. 
Scott,  Jr.,  and  Charles  H.  Carter,  captain.  All  but 
Dallen  and  Uhl  are  back  this  year. 


RIFLE  COACH  George  F.  Casda  has  thirty  years  service  and  is  largely  responsible 
for  Lehigh’s  outstanding  record  in  intercollegiate  rifle  competition. 


NATIONAL  CHAMPION  David  Smith  is  also  Number  One  man  on  the  All-American 
rifle  team.  His  father  is  also  a famous  shot  and  a reserve  officer. 


FIRING  LINE  with  the  rifle  team.  Sergeant  Casda  is  seated  at  the  spotting 
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Hmuprattg 

College  of  Arts  and 
Science 

Courses  leading  to  careers  as 
geologist,  biologist,  bacteriolo- 
gist, actuary,  statistician,  psy- 
chologist; preparatory  to  pro- 
fessions of  medicine,  law,  den- 
distry,  and  ministry;  profes- 
sional courses  in  education  and 
journalism.  Courses  prepara- 
tory to  positions  in  government 
service. 


College  of  Business 
Administration 

Preparation  for  general  busi- 
ness, banking,  investments,  ac- 
counting, insurance,  selling  and 
purchasing. 


College  of  Engineering 

Courses  in  Chemical,  Civil, 
Electrical,  Industrial,  Mechani- 
cal, Metallurgical,  and  Mining 
Engineering,  and  Physics. 

Courses  so  interrelated  to 
those  in  the  College  of  Business 
Administration  that  graduates 
enter  industrial  positions. 


Craduate  School 

Courses  leading  to  the  Mas- 
ter’s Degree  in  most  fields  and 
the  Doctor’s  Degree  in  the  en- 
gineering courses,  chemistry, 
physics,  mathematics,  history 
and  geology. 


Student  activities  in  debating, 
dramatics,  music  clubs,  athletics, 
band  and  numerous  clubs  con- 
nected with  the  various  depart- 
ments are  an  important  part  of 
the  educational  program. 

A beautiful  campus. 

A distinguished  alumni  body. 

A loyal  and  spirited  student 
body. 


For  information  address: 

E.  KENNETH  SMILEY 

Director  of  Admissions 
Lehigh  University 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Manna 

From 

Heaven 

■ Storiette  ■ 

THE  doorbell  kept  ringing.  No 
one  paid  any  attention  to  it.  We 
never  did.  All  our  friends  came 
in  the  back  way.  Only  the  bill  collec- 
tors rang  the  front  bell. 

We  were  having  a party.  The  whole 
gang  was  there.  We  had  gotten  to- 
gether to  comfort  each  other,  for  to- 
morrow we  were  all  going  away  and 
would  never  see  each  other  any  more. 

The  doorbell  was  still  ringing. 
Habit  made  us  ignore  it. 

’’What  the  hell,”  I muttered  to  my- 
self, "no  harm  in  opening  the  door. 
Maybe  the  fool  can  use  a drink.  It 
would  be  silly  for  him  to  try  to  collect 
money.” 

The  bell  was  still  ringing.  I started 
to  get  up  to  answer  it,  when  Polly 
yelled,  "Don’t  open  it,  John,  please 
don’t.  We  don’t  know  who  is  there 
Maybe  it’s  the  real  thing.  Let’s  wait.” 
I told  her  to  shut  up.  "If  it’s  com- 
ing, there  is  no  sense  hiding.  It  will 
still  come.” 

The  bell  continued  to  ring.  They 
all  pleaded  with  me  not  to  open  it. 

"We  are  all  human,  aren’t  we?”  I 
shouted  at  them.  "Treat  this  as  other 
people  are  doing.  We’re  in  the  same 
boat  as  they.” 

Bill  got  up  from  the  sofa.  "We 
went  over  all  this  before.  We  said 
that  there  would  be  no  misgivings,  no 
fears,  nothing.  Let’s  hold  to  that. 
Open  the  door,  John.” 

The  bell  kept  on  ringing.  I went 
into  the  hall,  and  turned  around. 
Everyone  was  silent,  with  a feared  look 
of  expectancy  on  their  faces.  "All 
right,”  I yelled.  "I’m  coming.” 

I was  afraid,  for  all  that,  when  I 
unlocked  the  door  and  peered  through 
the  crack. 

"Thank  God,”  I muttered.  "It’s 
only  a Western  Union  boy.” 

"Telegram  for  you,  sir,”  he  an- 
nounced. 

"Thanks,  son,”  I said  and  gave  him 
a five  dollar  bill. 

"Holy  Jeeze,  this  is  a lot  of  money.” 


I laughed.  I knew  it  didn’t  make 
any  difference. 

I opened  it  slowly  and  read  it. 

"Hey,  give  me  my  five  dollars  back, 
you  swindler.” 

I went  running  back  into  the  room. 
"Everything  is  going  to  be  all 
right,”  I shouted  at  them. 

"Listen  to  this — -” 

Mr.  John  Wooster 
1 3 Courtland  Drive 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Have  definitely  changed  my  mind  stop 
The  world  is  not  going  to  end  tomor- 
row stop  Sorry  to  have  scared  you  stop 
(Signed)  GOD 

• 

Your  arm  slipped  slowly  ’round  my 
waist, 

My  willing  hand  in  yours  was  placed 
Your  lips  came  closer  as  if  by  chance, 
And  you  whispered  softly,  "Shall  we 
dance  ?” 

— Stanford  Chaparral 

• 

Bethlehem 

National 

Bank 

OFFERS  ITS  BANKING 
FACILITIES  TO  T H E 
STUDENTS  OF  LEHIGH 
UNIVERSITY 

Third  and  Adams 

Member  of 
Federal  Reserve  Rank 

Member  of 

Federal  Deposit  Insurance 
< Corporation 


DO  YOU  KNOW 

. . . That  so  anxious  was  Philadel- 
phia's General  Court  to  encourage 
local  hop  growing,  that  in  1704  they 
passed  a law  laying  a heavy  duty  on 
the  foreign  article. 

We  Know  You'll  Enjoy 

SUPREME 

In  Cans,  Bottles,  Kegs 

South  Bethlehem  Brewing  Co. 
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"educational  orders”  so  that  manufac- 
turers are  acquainted  with  the  produc- 
tion of  military  material  and  a nucleus 
is  formed  around  which  they  can  in- 
crease production  in  an  emergency. 
However,  under  their  plans  for  "M” 
Day  the  Army  and  Navy  Procurement 
divisions  have  studied  chiefly  the  pro- 
duction facilities  of  the  nation’s  larger 
industrial  plants.  The  small  plants, 
quite  numerous  in  the  Lehigh  Valley, 
are  in  many  cases  adaptable  to  defense 
work.  In  the  latter  part  of  September 
the  National  Association  of  Manufac- 
turers started  a comprehensive  study 
and  listing  of  the  potentialities  of 
small  plant  manufacturing  throughout 
the  nation,  this  work  being  carried  on 
in  consultation  with  the  Army  and 
Navy  procurement  officials. 

A local  cement  plant,  with  which 
the  writer  is  connected,  was  requested 
recently  by  its  head  office  in  New 
York  City  to  submit  a list  of  all  usable 
machinery  and  tools  in  the  plant,  in- 
cluding machinery  which  has  not  been 
used  for  some  time  but  might  be  put 
back  into  service.  Special  emphasis  was 
placed  on  power  equipment,  particu- 
larly prime  movers,  since  the  power  in- 
dustry is  the  third  major  danger  point 
in  defense  production.  The  first  two 
danger  points  are  the  production  of 
steel  and  the  railroad  facilities  for 
concentrating  large  numbers  of  troops 
(says  Newsweek) . Detailed  informa- 
tion as  to  the  capacity  of  the  plant 
cloth  bag  factory,  which  has  not  oper- 
ated since  paper  cement  bags  came  in- 
to use,  was  also  requested.  Although 
the  head  office  gave  no  indication  for 
whom  this  inventory  of  machinery  and 
tools  is  being  made,  it  is  highly  pro- 
bable that  it  is  for  the  survey  being 
conducted  by  the  National  Association 
of  Manufacturers. 

However,  in  order  to  prevent  any 
non-cooperation,  the  Selective  Training 
and  Service  Act  of  1940  includes  an 
article  on  Industrial  Conscription.  The 
gist  of  this  article  is  that  a manufactur- 
er is  obliged  to  accept  and  execute  on 
fair  and  just  terms  orders  for  mater- 
ials needed  by  the  Navy  and  War  De- 
partments when  called  upon  to  do  so 
by  the  President.  Such  orders  must  be 
given  precedence  over  other  business. 
If  a manufacturer  refuses  to  comply 


with  these  provisions,  he  may  be  fined 
up  to  $50,000,  and  imprisoned  for  as 
long  as  three  years.  In  addition,  the 
government  is  empowered  to  take  over 
his  plant  and  operate  it  on  a rental 
basis.  H.  W.  Prentis  Jr.,  N.  A.  M. 
president,  warned,  as  do  Army  and 
Navy  officials,  that  best  results  would 
be  obtained  if  industry  were  left  free 
to  work  out  its  own  problems  and  was 
not  made  subject  to  "'new  permanent 
controls.” 

The  Lehigh  Valley,  being  of  great 
importance  for  national  defense,  is 
liable  to  be  in  danger  of  enemy  oper- 
ations, which  may  be  grouped  into 
two  classifications:  foreign  invasion 

and  fifth  column  activities.  The  danger 
of  foreign  invasion  is  very  small  as 
long  as  the  United  States  or  its  allies 
has  control  of  the  Atlantic.  With  ocean 
supremacy  it  is  possible  to  prevent  any 
enemy  from  establishing  air  bases 
within  striking  distance  of  this  indus- 
trial area.  Danger  of  bombing  raids 
from  European  bases  is  practically 
nonexistent,  for  no  plane  is  yet  de- 
signed which  can  carry  a payload  of 
bombs  across  the  North  Atlantic,  re- 
lease them  on  an  objective  and  re- 
turn to  its  home  base. 

The  most  dangerous  enemy  opera- 
tion is  subversive  or  Trojan-horse  ac- 
tivities. Through  the  investigation  of 
the  Dies  Committee,  the  government 
now  has  proof  of  an  interwoven  con- 
nection between  German  diplomats, 
the  German-run  transoceanic  news  ser- 
vice, the  Foreign  Division  of  the  Na- 
tional Socialist  Party,  the  German 
Library  of  Information,  the  Fellow- 
ship Forum — a network  of  propa- 


ganda, information,  and  fifth  column 
activities  wider  than  that  which  caused 
President  Wilson  to  ask  the  with- 
drawal of  German  diplomats  in  this 
country  before  the  last  world  War. 
The  great  number  of  foreigners  in  this 
country  adds  to  the  danger  of  sabo- 
tage, even  though  many  foreigners  are 
assets  to  the  nation. 

The  chief  organization  for  combat- 
ing the  dangers  of  the  "borers  from 
within”  is  the  Federal  Bureau  of  In- 
vestigation under  the  very  able  direc- 
tion of  J.  Edgar  Hoover.  The  FBI  has 
a quiet  but  very  efficient  organization 
for  discovering  plots  and  preventing 
sabotage. 

It  is  probable  that  very  few  Lehigh 
men  have  been  aware  of  the  import- 
ance of  this  city  in  the  arming  of  Uncle 
Sam.  Bethlehem  is  not  a sleepy  town 
in  a sleepier  Pennsylvania  valley.  May- 
be it  is  now.  But  brewing  within  it 
are  the  inflammable  reagents  which 
will  bring  the  spotlight  glare  of  world 
attention  to  focus  on  the  villages 
spreading  northward  from  South 
Mountain. 

When  and  if  The  Invasion  comes, 
Joe’s,  the  Chor,  and  Young’s  drug 
store  will  be  in  the  middle  of  one  of 
the  hottest  nerve  centers  of  the  world's 
last  democracy. 


"It’s  the  little  things  in  life  that 
tell,”  said  Dora  as  she  dragged  her  kid 
brother  out  from  underneath  the  sofa. 

— Green  Gander 
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So  here  we  go. 

The  World  State  is  in  the  process 
of  creation. 

We  shall  raise  the  income  tax  and 
thus  obtain  some  extra  money.  Im- 
mense laboratories  will  be  built.  Bi- 
ology laboratories,  with  rows  and 
rows  of  cages  in  which  to  keep  the 
captive  genes.  (You  feed  them  a few 
lumps  of  sugar  and  they’ll  love  you 
forever.) 

All  the  information  available  on 
genetics  shall  be  spread  over  the  land 
and  among  the  peoples  of  the  world. 
Genetics  shall  be  taught  to  the  tiny 
tots. 

All  veterinarians  and  students  ma- 
joring in  Greek  shall  be  required  to 
make  genetics  a life-long  study. 

Superman  shall  be  required  reading 
for  everyone  who  wishes  to  be  con- 
sidered really  educated.  Look  at  Super- 
man’s genes.  Powerful,  what? 

The  people  of  this  country  and  all 
other  countries  will  have  to  learn  all 
about  genes  and.  will  have  to  co-oper- 
ate. Adolph  will  have  to  be  considered 
in  dealing  with  other  countries.  But 
we’ll  tell  Adolph  that  it’s  all  designed 
to  produce  race  purity.  He’ll  love  that. 

After  the  world  has  become  genetics- 
conscious (My  dear,  isn't  that  the  most 
atrocious  gene  she’s  wearing),  it  will 
be  high  time  for  Step  Number  Two. 

Step  Number  Two  involves  scientific 
breeding  itself.  In  this  respect  we  shall 
make  Adolph  look  like  an  amateur. 
The  genes  of  every  individual  will  be 
examined  carefully.  By  this  time,  of 
course,  we  shall  know  everything  there 
is  to  know  about  human  genes  and 
will  be  able  to  extract  them  and  play 


with  them  just  as  present-day  gene- 
ticists gurgle  over  the  chromosomes 
and  genes  of  the  fruit  fly.  Individuals 
with  criminal  or  warlike  genes  (like 
Adolph)  will  be  killed  off  or  pensioned 
to  a farm  where  they  can  have  lots  of 
grass  and  a field  to  run  in.  People  with 
nice  pleasant  characteristics,  and  stable 
emotions,  people  who  don’t  smoke, 
swear,  indulge  in  alcoholic  liquors,  or 
use  snuff,  people,  in  short,  whose  par- 
ents contributed  favorable  genes,  will 
be  required  to  mate  with  one  another. 
The  only  trouble  will  be  finding  nice, 
pleasant  people. 

After  many  centuries  of  pure,  scienti- 
fic gene  control,  and  planned  repro- 
duction, a New  Race  will  begin  to 
emerge.  A race  to  carry  the  torch  of 
human  destiny  higher  and  higher  and 
on  and  on.  And  on.  Then  the  peoples 
of  the  world  shall  be  as  one.  A race 
of  blue-eyed  youths  and  maidens  will 
inherit  the  earth.  Lambs  will  gambol 
on  the  greensward.  Genes  will  lift 
their  little  faces  to  the  sun  and  smile. 
All  the  world  will  be  light  and  gay. 
The  race  will  have  found  itself.  Wis- 
dom will  mount  into  the  far  reaches  of 
the  spirit  as  the  fountain  rises  from 
the  blue  and  sunlit  pool. 

And  there  won’t  be  any  juke-boxes. 

Reflect  on  it  my  son.  No  Adolph. 
No  Hague.  No  hot-dog  stands.  No 
avarice.  No  wars.  No  barriers.  No 
hates.  No  ignorance.  No  editorial 
writers.  No  nothing.  Ah,  God,  I 
glimpsed  Paradise  and  my  soul-thirst 
was  quenched. 

Consider  my  plan.  Think  of  all  the 
trouble  that  lack  of  control  of  genes 
has  brought  to  the  world.  Genes  made 
Adolph  what  he  is.  They  made  you 
what  you  are.  Think  of  the  good  to 
come  from  my  plan.  Think  of  the 
brilliance  and  sound  foundation  of 
my  hypothesis.  Think  of  genes.  Think 
of  how  nice  everything  would  be  if 
genes  were  harnessed  to  good  use. 

Think  of  the  World's  Series. 


And  then  there’s  the  guy  who  does- 
n't drink,  smoke,  stay  up  late,  or  go 
out  with  girls.  Lloyds  of  London  lay 
six  to  one  that  he’s  dead 
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The  Lehigh  contingent  was  greeted 
at  Easton  by  the  Lafayette  team  and  a 
group  of  spectators  who  brought  the 
crowd’s  total  to  almost  seven  hundred. 
Joining  hands,  the  group  adjourned 
in  an  informal  manner  to  the  College’s 
playing  field.  Salutes  were  exchanged 
by  the  team  captains,  coats  were  shed, 
hands  were  spat  upon,  positions  were 
taken,  and  the  game  was  under  way. 

The  men  stood  about  in  their  striped 
jackets  and  dashing  weskits,  their  stiff 
high  collars,  their  bowler  hats,  brist- 
ling their  large  and  carefully  groomed 
mustaches  at  each  action  on  the  field. 
The  players  were  rigged  up  in  baseball 
caps  instead  of  helmets,  horizontally 
striped  jerseys  with  no  numbers  at- 
tached, and  canvas  knee-length  suits. 
There  was  no  broadcast  of  the  game, 
but  a written  account,  almost  a slug- 
by-slug  description,  is  available  to  those 
energetic  enough  to  wade  through  old 
newspapers  and  musty  Burrs. 

Lafayette  kicked  off  to  the  visitors. 
Lehigh  took  the  hall  and  started  a 
runback.  The  ball  was  carried  to  mid- 
field  ; there  it  was  punted  by  a con- 
servative halfback.  Lafayette  was 
stopped  by  a tackle  after  a mildly  suc- 
cessful return.  The  teams  then  lined 
up,  with  Lafayette  having  the  ball  on 
her  own  thirty-five.  Quarterbacks  called 
signals,  an  off-tackle  play  was  executed, 
and  three  yards  were  gained.  Next 
play — same  stuff,  same  results.  Next 
play — end  run.  Touchdown. 

Lehigh  received.  The  ball  was  car- 
ried to  midfield ; there  it  was  punted 
by  a conservative  halfback.  A similar 
repetition  of  events  ensued  on  the 
Lafayette  side  of  the  picture,  the  only 
difference  being  that  a field  goal  in- 
stead of  a touchdown  was  scored. 

So  it  went,  for  the  full  ninety  min- 
utes of  the  first  Leopard-Slipstick 
battle.  Lehigh  played  it  safe,  and  La- 
fayette made  the  points,  until  a score 
of  fifty  to  nothing  was  reached  and  the 
game  was  finished. 

The  Lehigh  Burr  of  November, 
1884,  excused  the  team  on  its  first 
season  performance  with  the  alibi  that 
it  was  a new  sport  at  Lehigh,  and  con- 
sequently the  men  had  not  had  time 
to  gather  enough  dope  about  football 
— they  had  not  been  able  to  indulge  in 


any  tricky  plays,  getting  the  sun  in 
the  other  guy’s  face,  or  other  strategies 
helpful  in  winning  the  game.  Inex- 
perienced, they  could  not  help  but 
lose  to  their  rivals,  who  had  been  play- 
ing the  game  for  perhaps  six  years. 

Team  and  student  supporters  me- 
andered home  after  that  first  game  a 
little  dazed  at  the  disastrous  results. 
When  they  reached  Moravian  Sem- 
inary, they  were  greeted  in  strange 
fashion.  There,  waiting  anxiously  for 
the  returning  team,  was  a group  of 
freshmen  who  had  been  yanked  out 
of  bed  by  upperclassmen  and  sent 
ahead  to  hail  the  conquering  heroes. 
To  pass  the  time  these  neophytes  had 
amused  the  ladies  with  take-offs  on 
professors,  imitations  of  the  latest 
dance  steps,  acrobatics,  vocalizings, 
and  other  blandishments  practiced  by 
freshmen  since  the  Middle  Ages. 

They  saw  the  team,  and  dashed  for- 
ward gleefully,  realizing  only  when 
within  talking  distance  that,  judging 
from  dejected  airs  and  downcast 
countenances,  victory  most  decidedly 
had  not  wreathed  with  laurel  the  Le- 
high footballers.  Something  had  to 
be  done  to  alleviate  the  gloom;  it  was 
decided  that  the  gathering  would  cele- 
brate the  next  Lehigh-Lafayette  game. 

Thusly,  each  year  pajama-clad  Lresh- 
men  thunder  across  the  bridge  to  seren- 
ade Lem  Sem  in  the  hopes  that  the 
next  day  will  bring  a whisper  from 
the  maw  of  victory  instead  of  a jeer 
from  the  jaws  of  defeat. 

• 

The  gigantic  hoax  of  "Germany” 
was  recently  reported  to  President 
Roosevelt  by  Sumner  Welles  after  the 
latter  had  futilely  endeavored  to  visit 
Berlin  on  his  peace  trip.  In  reality, 
Lrance  is  next  to  Russia.  The  Lrench 
and  Russians  do  not  know  this,  and  it 
is  indeed  interesting  to  conjecture  as 
to  just  what  may  happen  when  - they 
read  this  article.  Very  likely  all  Hell 
will  break  loose.  At  any  rate,  Adolph 
Hitler,  wherever  he  may  be,  has  every- 
thing to  gain  and  nothing  to  lose,  and 
is  assured  of  at  least  a scoreless  tie. 
All  this  explains  why  the  Allies  won 
the  World  War  (although  it  did  take 
them  several  years  to  do  it). 

— Yale  Record 
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His  terror,  however,  was  more  than 
reinforced  by  the  fact  that  on  the  cam- 
pus of  Brewster  College,  she  was  con- 
sidered a blight.  Weekly,  she  composed 
in  the  school  paper  a little  essay  de- 
voted to  precise  and  accurate  gossip 
about  her  fellow-students  which  had 
the  alternate  effect  of  elevating  them  to 
the  rarified  upper  regions  of  fame  or 
casting  them  to  the  depths  of  social 
embarrassment  from  which  slough  they 
could  never  quite  emerge  successfully 
into  the  glitter  and  glamor  of  univer- 
sity life. 

Junior  gulped.  "Sugar,  look  at  the 
drum  corps,  sugar.  I used  to  be  in 
the  drum  corps  in  high  school,  sugar’’, 
he  said. 

The  gay  repartee  in  this  reply  did 
not  impress  Thelma  overly.  She  closed 
her  one  visible  eye. 

"How  dull,  how  deadly,  how  very 
very  dull",  she  murmured  merrily  once 
more,  but  Junior  didn’t  hear  her.  He 
was  thinking  other  thoughts,  and 
breathing  heavily  while  doing  it. 

A portion  of  the  National  Guard, 
loaned  for  the  week-end  by  the  gov- 
ernor, was  passing  with  much  pomp. 
Junior  began  to  tremble.  He  was 
twenty-two.  He  began  to  think  of 
bayonets,  Molotov  cocktails,  and  shell- 
holes  with  mud  in  them.  As  a matter- 
of-fact,  he  had  been  thinking  about 
them  for  months,  and  he  was  scared 
to  pieces.  He  spent  many  evenings 
in  the  room  of  his  obscure  campus 
fraternity  with  the  lights  dimmed,  a 
bottle  of  gin  in  one  hand,  a newspaper 


in  the  other. 

He  read  the  headlines  between  swigs, 
and  at  midnight,  he  always  tumbled 
quivering  into  bed,  slightly  tipsy.  With 
the  blankets  pulled  tight  up  to  his  chin, 
he  would  think  ghastly  thoughts.  He 
saw  himself  going  over  a top  in  the 
night  with  the  Very  lights  blooming. 
He  saw  a shadow  coming  for  him 
out  among  the  shell-holes.  He  felt 
a bayonet  going  into  his  stomach — 
things  squirting.  And  after  it  was  all 
over,  he  would  imagine  a beautiful  and 
appropriately  veiled  woman  in  black, 
strewing  poppies  over  his  unmarked 
grave  when  his  Sacrifice  was  forgotten 
by  everybody  else.  At  this  point,  he 
always  allowed  several  tears  to  trickle 
from  his  cheek  to  his  pillow. 

That  was  how  he  began  to  think  of 
Thelma.  Marriage  was  a wonderful 
thing.  It  really  was.  If  the  knot  was 
safely  and  legally  tied,  he  could  de- 
vote his  war-years  to  wrapping  band- 
ages, and  buying  many  many  bonds 
from  the  government.  He  could  sit 
at  home  and  be  very  noble  about  drink- 
ing his  coffee  without  sugar,  and  giving 
up  cigarettes.  It  was  very  lovely,  and 
so  was  Thelma  if  you  had  a vivid 
imagination. 

All  of  the  boys  on  the  campus  of 
Brewster  college  were  very  polite  and 
gallant  to  Thelma,  but  they  never  asked 
for  a date  unless  they  wanted  to  bribe 
her  to  keep  something  out  of  the  acid 
stew  of  her  weekly  efforts  in  the  field 
of  journalism.  Junior  was  something 
short  of  being  in  the  same  boat.  The 
only  social  engagement  he  had  had  in 
all  of  his  brilliant  college  career  was 
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with  a little  blonde  freshman  who  had 
blue  eyes.  In  February,  she  had  partici- 
pated in  the  annual  winter  carnival  on 
skis.  The  sun  had  been  very  bright, 
and  by  four  o’clock  of  the  carnival 
day,  she  had  become  snow-blind.  At 
five  o'clock  she  accepted  a date  with 
Junior,  although  she  had  never  seen 
him  before.  One  week  later,  when  she 
could  see  again,  she  decided  that  she 
had  been  unwise,  even  though  he  was 
heir  to  a half-million. 

Thus  the  coming  together  of  Thelma 
and  Junior  was  as  natural  as  the  union 
of  an  atom  of  hydrogen  and  an  atom 
of  chlorine  dashing  madly  into  each 
other’s  arms  in  a molecular  dance,  their 
souls  and  hearts  forever  fused  in  one 
pure  drop  of  hydrochloric  acid.  And 
now  Junior,  coming  home  after  a coke 
date  with  Thelma,  or  lunch  at  the 
hotel  with  Thelma,  or  a hayride  with 
Thelma,  was  wont  to  sit  in  his  little 
room  with  the  lights  dimmed,  his  col- 
lar unbuttoned,  a gin  bottle  in  his  right 
hand,  thinking  lovely  thoughts. 

Dunkirk  and  Paris  no  longer  made 
faces  at  him  out  of  the  gloom  shadows 
behind  his  bridge  lamp.  He  dwelt 
happily  on  several  scenes  which  he 
rehearsed  over  and  over  again.  He  had 
one  which  was  his  favorite.  He  and 
Thelma  were  living  in  a little  white 
cottage  with  hollyhocks  around  it.  One 
day,  a uniformed  officer  would  stride 
up  the  flagstone  path  and  ring  the 
bell.  She  would  answer  it. 

"How  do  you  do”,  she  would  say. 
"Won’t  you  come  in?” 

The  officer  would  frown  and  ask 
for  her  husband.  He  would  say  "Where 
is  your  husband?  He  is  wanted  for 
the  army.  We  have  a moss-green  uni- 
form for  him  and  others  of  equally 
attractive  shades.  Where  in  blazes  is 
he?” 

Then  he,  Junior,  would  come  quietly 
to  the  door.  In  each  arm  he  would 
be  carrying  a baby. 

"Twins”,  he  would  beam  proudly, 
and  the  officer  would  blush  and  stam- 
mer apologies.  To  even  things  up  for 
his  rudeness,  he  would  perhaps  come 
in  for  a cup  of  tea. 

"Oh,  yes”,  Junior  would  say  in  per- 
fect calm.  ”Our  dear  little  children 
came  two  weeks  ago  from  Friday  with 
the  afternoon  mail,  so  I can’t  possibly 


be  eligible  to  go  to  Mexico  and  fight 
the  fifth  column  among  other  things. 
However,  next  door  in  Schwab’s  room- 
ing house,  there  is  a bachelor  who 
really  ought  to  go.  If  you  go  down  in 
Mrs.  Schwab’s  cellar  and  look  under 
the  extra-large  clothes  basket,  you  will 
find  Smythe  cowering  there.  I’m  sure 
you  can  make  him  see  the  light.” 

Junior’s  dreams  never  went  beyond 
the  gin  bottle,  however.  Whenever  he 
was  in  Thelma’s  fragrant  presence,  his 
nerve  always  softened  like  jello  that 
has  been  standing  in  a warm  room. 
But  this  afternoon  was  proving  too 
much.  The  National  Guard  was  es- 
pecially annoying,  and  he  was  weak 
with  fright.  The  boom  of  the  drums 
and  the  flash  of  the  officers’  sabers 
flitted  into  his  brain  until  he  could 
see  himself  there  in  the  ranks  beside 
them.  They  became  louder. 

Quite  suddenly,  something  snapped 
inside  of  him.  He  expanded  his  chest 
both  inches  and,  pulling  a dime  from 
the  pocket  of  his  blue  tweeds,  he 
bought  a coke  from  a little  boy  who 
was  selling  them.  He  bent  down  and 
gave  it  to  Thelma. 

"Thelma,  honey”,  he  said  rapidly. 
"Here”,  he  said.  "Here,  Thelma, 
honey,  here  is  a coke.  Let’s  go  some- 
where so  that  I can  ask  you  something 
very  important  both  to  you  and  to  me, 
honey”. 

She  took  the  coke,  and  brushed  her 
raven  hair  from  her  eye  so  that  she 
could  stare  at  him  glassily  with  both 
while  sipping  demurely  her  coke 
through  a long  cellophane  straw.  She 
looked  deep  into  his  eyes,  and  then 
dropped  the  bottle  into  the  gutter 
gracefully.  Although  she  could  not 
be  called  a gem  of  womanly  beauty, 
she  recognized  at  once  what  all  women 
know,  beautiful  and  plain  alike — the 
mating  call  of  the  male  militant. 

"Junior,  you  dope.  Where  are  you 
taking  me?”  she  cooed.  "Who  are 
you,  and  what  do  you  want?”  She 
flashed  him  a Voodoo  lipstick  smile. 
"Go  away,  don’t  bore  me  any  more 
than  you  have  been  doing.”  But  the 
bosom  under  the  yellow  cardigan 
heaved  with  maiden  passion,  and  she 
rose  to  follow  him  whither  and  when 
he  chose. 

He  took  her  out  in  the  country, 
away  from  everything  and  he  spun  his 
two-tone  blue  convertible  through  the 
dust  of  the  country  roads  surrounding 
page  25,  please 


OF  STAGS 


“Variety  is  the  spice  of  life ”, 
Philosophers  have  reasoned ; 

Well,  if  it’s  so — then  dance  affairs 
Are  very  highly  seasoned! 

T here's  the  lad  who’s  in  from  college 
With  the  steps  of  Fred  Astaire, 

W ho  doesn’t  seem  to  realize 
Ginger  Rogers  isn’t  there. 

And  the  passionate,  dramatic  type 
With  long  and  lingering  stride  . . . 

(If  he  held  you  any  closer 
You’d  be  on  the  other  side!) 

And  the  saccharin,  romantic,  kind. 

W ho  might  become  a dear 
If  he'd  cut  down  on  the  buzzing 
And  the  whispering  in  your  ear. 

There’s  the  bashful  one  with  goggles. 

Who  trembles  in  his  grief. 

And  has  another  stag  cut  in. 

And  sighs  with  sheer  relief! 

And  the  handsome  sort  who’s  six  feet  tall. 
And  master  of  The  Quip, 

But  you  think  you’re  on  a see-saw 
Every  time  he  takes  a dip! 

And  of  course  the  smart  beginner 
Who  thinks  he  can’t  be  beat — 

And  makes  it  rather  difficult 
To  sweep  him  off  YOUR  feet! 

By  the  time  the  evening’s  over. 

Your  dress  is  but  a rag ; 

Your  head  and  arms  hang  loosely. 

And  feet  have  ceased  to  drag  . . . 

Your  eyes  are  slowly  closing 
As  you  issue  forth  a groan  . . . 

And  like  the  famous  Garbo — 

You  “ VANT  TO  BE  ALONE ”/ 


“Darling,  has  anyone  ever  told  von  what  beautiful 
brown  tinted  glasses  you  have?” 


Once  distance  lent  enchantment  to 

A bad-breathed  girl  named  Mary  Lou. 
But  she  sipped  Cryst-O-Minls  so  now 
Men  bold  her  on  their  laps,  and  how! 
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MORAL 


Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en  and  refresh  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


FREE!  A BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS 
FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 

W hat  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this 
week? 

Send  it  to  your  editor.  You  may  wisecrack  yourself  into 
a free  prize  box  of  Life  Savers! 

For  the  best  gag  submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the 
students,  there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cello- 
phane-wrapped assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication. 
The  right  to  publish  any  or  all  jokes  is  reserved.  Decisions 
of  the  editors  will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  be 
published  the  following  month  along  with  the  lucky  win- 
ner’s name. 


He:  My  father  is  an  animal  trainer. 
She:  Can  you  do  any  tricks? 


“I  want  to  buy  a pencil.” 
“Hard  or  soft?” 

“Hard,  it’s  for  a stiff  exam.” 


T)he  J$e3t  It  ay 


A SHORT  SHORT  STORY  COMPLETE  ON  THIS  PAGE 


“Mister,  can  you  name  any  man  in  this  cfty  who  collects 
what  we  ordered  today?” 


THE  boss  spread  the  paper  open 
and  raised  it  to  hide  his  face  from 
Gabby.  Gabby  saw  the  headline,  “Legs 
Diamond  Shot  Dead.”  Gabby  shrugged 
his  shoulders. 

“What  do  you  mean,”  the  boss  was 
saying,  “that  you  can’t  bribe  him? 
How  the  hell  will  we  get  the  con- 
tract ?” 

“I  didn’t  say  that,”  Gabby  protested. 
“I  only  said  we  couldn’t  slip  him  a 
fifty  dollar  bill  or  a case  of  hooch  like 
another  guy.  He’s  different.” 

“What  do  you  mean  different?”  the 
boss  went  on.  “A  case  of  hooch  and 
il’s  done.  My  bootlegger  is  the  best  in 
the  game.” 

“Sure,  sure,”  Gabby  agreed.  “Your 
bootlegger  is  aces.  But  this  guy  is  re- 
spectable. He  won’t  take  a case  of 
whiskey.  He’s  a gentleman.” 

“Hell.”  the  boss  put  the  paper  down. 
“He’s  no  man  if  he  doesn’t  like  whis- 
key.” 

Gabby  rose  and  strode  up  and  down 
the  narrow  room.  “See  this  guy,  boss. 
He  has  a beautiful  roadster,  plenty  of 


money.  He’s  an 
educated  guy,  a 
connoisseur.” 

‘‘A  what?” 
snarled  the  boss. 

“A  connois- 
seur. A man  with 
taste,’  Gabby  ex- 
plained. 

“Th  ere  you 
are.”  the  boss  was 
shaking  a thick 
forefinger.  “A 
man  with  taste. 
He’d  appreciate 
the  kind  of  whiskey...” 

Gabby  was  shaking  his  head.  “No, 
boss.  He  wouldn’t.  It  cost  me  fifteen 
dollars  already...” 

“Fifteen  dollars,”  the  boss  had  be- 
come flushed  in  his  face.  But  Gabby 
continued  bravely. 

“We  can  figure  the  fifteen  dollars, 
boss,  in  with  the  bribe... but  anyway 
I got  someone  to  go  around  and  ask 
his  friends  what  unusual  thing  was  he 
in  the  habit  of  buying?” 

“Fifteen dollars,” the  boss  repeated, 
as  if  he  couldn’t  hear  any  more. 

Gabby’s  voice  had  become  confi- 
dential. “I  wanted  to  find  out  where 
he  differed  from  other  men.  What  un- 
usual thing  he  liked — his  hobby.” 

“I  still  say  a case  of  whiskey  would 
be  the  safest.” 

Gabby’s  face  lit  up  with  joy.  “Im- 
agine the  guy’s  face  when  we  present 
him  with  something  for  his  hobby. 
It’ll  be  like  giving  him — $200.00.” 
“O.K.,  O.K.,  we’ll  try  your  way, 
Gabby.”  The  boss  was  feeling  better. 
“But  I think  a case  of...” 


The  bell  rang.  Gabby  went  to  the 
hall  and  let  in  a short  man  wearing  a 
derby.  He  handed  Gabby  a bill  and 
took  off  his  derby.  “I  left  it  in  his 
apartment  with  your  card,”  the  man 
said.  “He  wasn’t  home.” 

'A  ou'll  have  to  pay  this  gent,  boss.” 
Gabby  handed  the  boss  the  bill.  La- 
boriously the  boss  took  out  his  check 
book  and  a fountain  pen,  and  slowly 
made  out  a check. 

" To  show  you  how  much  trouble  I 
saved  you  doing  it  this  way,”  Gabby 
said,  as  he  passed  the  check  to  the 
man,  “I  11  ask  this  gent  one  question.” 
Gabby  wet  his  lips.  “Mister,”  Gab- 
by asked  importantly,  “can  you  name 
any  man  in  this  city  who  collects  what 
we  ordered  today?” 

Hesitantly  the  man  put  his  hand  on 
the  doorknob.  “No...  too  dangerous.” 
“Dangerous?”  Gabby  laughed.  “I 
didn’t  know,”  Gabby  said,  turning  to 
the  boss,  “that  there  are  such  things. 
Imagine,  boss.  A sponge.  A sponge 
five  feet  in  diameter.  Five  feet  wide. 
Can  you  imagine?  And  this  guy  makes 
a hobby  collecting  them!” 

The  boss  laughed  again. 

Gabby  went  on.  “What  the  hell  can 
he  use  it  for?  Bathing?” 

At  this  the  boss  roared. 

The  man  with  the  derby  spoke.  “No 
sir,  they  can  place  it  over  a huge  drum 
kettle  if  they’re  cooking,  to  collect 
fumes  so  there’s  no  smell.  After  they 
finish  the  cooking  they  squeeze  the 
sponge,  and  the  stuff  that  might  be  lost 
in  the  fumes  goes  back  to  the  kettle.” 
“But  what’s  in  the  kettle?” 
“Whiskey,  sir.  The  best  bootleggers 
do  it  that  way.” 


National  Defense  Issue 


25 


CALL  TO  ARMS 

from  page  22 

the  vast  metropolis  of  Mohawk  Falls. 
When  he  saw  a roadhouse  he  careened 
into  the  gravel  driveway  in  front  of  it 
and  swooshed  to  a stop. 

"What  a mad  ride,”  Thelma  said 
dreamily,  releasing  him  from  the  clutch 
with  which  she  had  held  him  by  way 
of  encouragement.  Inside,  they  had 
chicken  croquettes  for  thirty-five  cents 
and  they  became  engaged.  Thelma 
did  most  of  the  talking.  Junior  felt 
very  good  even  though  he  did  look 
like  a rabbit  and  had  violent  indiges- 
tion from  the  emotional  strain. 

They  got  back  to  town  at  midnight, 
and  parked  way  up-town.  Together, 
arm  in  arm,  they  walked  five  blocks 
on  Main  street  under  the  dim  street- 
lights. The  street  was  deserted.  They 
scuffed  through  the  confetti,  and  the 
red,  white  and  blue  bunting  on  the 
empty  grandstand  fluttered  in  the  Octo- 
ber wind,  but  Junior  wasn't  the  least 
bit  frightened.  He  took  frequent  re- 
freshment from  his  pocket  flask,  and 
offered  some  to  Thelma.  Walking  to 
the  campus  hang-out,  they  announced 
their  engagement  to  anybody  who 
would  stop  long  enough  to  listen  to 
them. 

When  the  United  States  entered  the 
war,  Thelma  and  Junior  were  safely 
married  and  after  two  years  of  mutual 
affection,  had  produced  two  of  the 
most  extraordinarily  ugly  twins  in  the 
northern  hemisphere.  All  of  the  single 
men  in  Mohawk  Falls  marched  away 
in  moss-green  uniforms  to  the  train 
and  spent  their  time  either  in  South 
America  exterminating  all  the  Germans 
they  could  find  which  Hitler  had  sent 
over,  or  in  California  putting  Los 
Angeles  under  seige  in  a valiant  at- 
tempt to  dislodge  the  Japanese  army 
which  was  particularly  eager  not  to  be 
treated  in  this  high-handed  way. 
Thelma  became  a street-car  conductor 
and  worked  twelve  hours  a day  with 
the  other  ladies  of  the  town.  The  other 
twelve  she  spent  making  violent  love 
to  an  exceptionally  handsome  captain 
of  the  army  in  the  third  corps  area 
who  gave  her  huge  bunches  of  violets, 
and  kissed  her  repeatedly  with  fervor 
whenever  he  came  home  on  leave.  He 
found  her  extremely  attractive,  writing 
burning  love  letters  telling  her  so.  He 
did  not  worry  about  being  killed  in 


the  suburbs  of  Los  Angeles  with  bomb 
fragments  or  stray  bullets.  He  worried 
only  about  getting  home  to  Thelma 
and  the  five  hundred  thousand  dollars 
which  she  had  inherited  from  Junior. 

Junior  had  died  of  acute  alcoholism, 
one  week  after  the  declaration  of  war. 
He  had  spent  the  greater  part  of  his 
married  life  in  his  room  with  the  lights 
dimmed,  a gin  bottle  in  one  hand,  a 
newspaper  in  the  other.  He  would 
read  the  headlines,  and  dream  of  him- 
self in  a moss-green  uniform  looking 
very  handsome,  going  over  the  top 
with  the  Very  lights  blooming.  He 
would  see  himself  flirting  with  a 
gorgeous  Argentine  maiden,  and  then 
coming  home  covered  with  medals  of 
all  descriptions  to  be  the  idol  of  every- 
body of  importance  in  Mohawk  Falls. 

But  then,  always,  at  about  midnight, 
he  would  imagine  that  he  saw  Thelma 
making  faces  at  him  from  the  gloomy 
shadows  behind  his  bridge  lamp.  He 
would  shudder  and  his  chalk-white 
hair  would  stand  up  straighter,  and 
he  would  go  quaking  off  to  bed. 


“I  could  fin’  th’  keyhole 
if  I could  fin’  th’  door." 


We  do  not  sell 
cheap  coal  — 

Save  money  by  using 
good  coal 

Calypso  Coal  Co. 
PHONE  1670 

THE  LEHIGH  BACHELOR 

and  many  other  publications  are 
printed  by  the 

TP 

Times  Publishing  Co. 

526  Main  St.,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Now  that  you’re 
bearing  down  on 
the  books, 

Don’t  handicap  yourself 
with  an  old  glary 
desk  lamp 
when  you  can 
get  a good 

I.  E.  S. 

(Indirect  Lighting) 

lamp  at  the 

SUPPLY 

BUREAU 

For  $1.95  and  $2.45 


The  Joy  and  Pride  of  Lehigh 

THE  ELECTRIC 
LAUNDRY  CO. 

WE  OFFER 

Quick  Service 
Complete  Mending  Service 
A Completely  Finished  Service 
AT  A PRICE  YOU  CAN  AFFORD 

Phone  36 


26 


The  Lehigh  BACHELOR 


^CHEVROLET  /i 


IBM 

If  here  Friends  Meet 

HAUSER 
CHEVROLET  CO. 

324  W.  4th  St.  Phone  3500 

319  Broadway  Phone  3300 

8 1 1 W.  B road  St.  Phone  3 I 6 

“Service  Around  tlie  Clock” 

100%  ESSO  PRODUCTS 


Brown  and  White 
Tavern 

"The  finest  beer  in  town ” 
“LITTLE  ERNIE” 

at  the  Novachord 

325  South  New  Street 

Phone  9367 


KING 

Coal  Company 

Old  Company's  LEHIGH 
S The  Electric 
A a R Furnace  Man 

L n V . 

E d I Automatic 
£ Coal  Stoker 

Let  us  give  you  an  estimate  on 
converting  your  present 
heating  plant 

“We  Sell  the  BEST 
COAL  MINED” 

BE  MODERN  - 

SAVE  MONEY 


PLATTER  PRATTLE 

from  page  12 

• John  Kirby 

jumping  In  the  Pump  Room  and 
Temptation  by  John  Kirby  and  his 
amazing  six-piece  unit  strike  our 
fancy  for  their  massive  presentation. 
Here  is  relaxed  tempo  at  its  best 
(Okeh) . Trumpet,  piano,  bass,  every- 
thing, all  put  onto  a compact  unit 
that  sounds  better  than  many  of  our 
so-called  “name  bands.”  Listen  in  on 
Sunday  afternoons  at  2:30,  because 
you’ll  find  Maxine  Sullivan  singing 
with  them,  and  that’s  no  hindrance  to 
any  outfit. 

• J.  Dorsey 

Jimmy  Dorsey  got  the  album  itch, 
and  the  result  was  twelve  sides  of  his 
supposedly  best  work.  General  opin- 
ion is  that  J.  D.  slipped  by  some  of 
his  better  discs.  However,  John  Silver 
and  Parade  of  the  Milk  Bottle  Caps 
are  outstanding.  (Decca) 

• Album 

Columbia  Recording  Corporation 
has  just  released  four  albums  contain- 
ing the  best  works  of  Bix  Beiderbecke, 
Fletcher  Henderson,  Louis  Armstrong 
and  Bessie  Smith.  Although  they  are 
not  on  the  market  at  this  writing, 
everyone  who  has  heard  them  talks 
loud  and  long  of  their  excellent  quality 
and  musicianship. 

• 

A discontented  Russian,  Alexis,  went 
to  see  Stalin  and  complained.  "Com- 
rade, in  our  district  the  textile  combine 
is  not  up  to  quota.  In  fact,  in  some  sec- 
tions, it  is  even  said  that  men  go  with- 
out trousers.” 

Stalin  was  not  disturbed.  "Comrade 
Alexis,  that  is  nothing;  you  should 
know  that  there  is  an  entire  continent, 
Africa  by  name,  in  which  the  men  have 
for  centuries  gone  without  trousers.” 

"Yes,  Comrade  Stalin,”  answered 
Alexis,  "but  they  must  have  had 
Communism  there  for  a long  time.” 

— Yale  Record 


Glamora  Van  Pott 


R.  O.  Quadowitz,  Arts  ’44,  whose 
exploits  have  already  made  him  a 
school  tradition,  made  a sensational 
public  appearance  at  the  Senior  Ball. 
An  alert  Bachelor  staff  member  corn- 
ered the  elusive  freshman  as  he  entered 
the  Empire  with  lovely  Glamora  Van 
Pott  of  Drifting  Dunes,  New  Mexico, 
and  emerged  from  the  fracas  with  this 
revealing  shot. 

When  queried  by  the  reporter,  allur- 
ing Miss  Van  Pott  cast  new  light  on 
the  Quadowitz  personality,  so  long 
hidden  from  his  public.  "Rothchild 
is  quite  ambiguous,”  she  quipped 
shyly.  To  our  further  attempts  to  delve 
into  the  inner  Quadowitz,  she  howled 
naively,  "Oh”. 

• 

Negro  wench  at  the  revival  meeting 
rising  in  ecstasy:  "Last  night  I was  in 
the  ahmes  of  the  debil;  tonight,  I is 
in  de  ahmes  of  de  Lawd !” 

Voice  from  the  rear  of  the  congrega- 
tion: "What  are  you  doin’  tomorrow 
night,  baby?” 


- — Tiger 
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LEARN  TO 

DANCE 

Take  Part  in  the 
Coming  Social  Season 

Individual  Instructions 

WALTZ  CONGA 

FOXTROT  RHUMBA 
PEABODY 

UNA  HOUSTON 

School  of  Dancing 

455  Vine  St.  Phone  5 154 

(Near  Packard  Lab.) 


Traffic  Cop:  Say  you,  get  going — 
what’s  the  matter  with  you? 

Polite  Driver:  I’m  just  fine,  thank 
you,  but  I think  my  engine’s  dead. 

— Exchange 

• 


UNGERLEIDER 
MOTOR  CO. 

LINCOLN  — FORD 
MERCURY 
AND  USED  CARS 

• 

1 029  Linden 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


"Did  you  make  the  debating  team?’’ 
"N-n-no.  They  s-s-said  I w-w-was-n’t 
t-t-tall  enough." 

—Owl 


The  railway  coach  was  crowded  and 
a none  too  well  dressed  little  boy  had 
taken  a seat  alongside  a very  haughty 
and  fashionably  dressed  woman.  The 
boy  was  sniffling  in  a very  annoying 
manner.  Finally  the  woman  turned  to 
the  boy  and  asked : 

"Have  you  got  a handerchief  ?” 

"Yes,”  replied  the  boy,  "but  I don't 
lend  it  to  strangers.” 

—Pell  Mell 


Chi:  Why  are  you  eating  with  your 
knife  ? 

Psi:  My  fork  leaks. 

— Varieties 


M E N N E 
P R I N T E R Y 

QUALITY 

PRINTING 

ALWAYS 

Phone  tJ4t}l  207  West  Fourth 


"Where  yo’  all  goin’,  niggah?” 
"She’s  bein’  rushed  by  Tri  Kappa.” 
"What  yo’  all  mean,  Tri  Kappa?” 
"K.  K.  K.,  niggah!” 

— Exchange 


DRINK  . . . 

Coca-Cola 


Delicious  uiul  Refreshing 


"Would  you  give  ten  cents  to  help 
the  Old  Ladies’  Home?” 

"What!  Are  they  out  again?” 

-Pup  Tent 


Hire  Your  . . . 

TUXEDO 
FULL  DRESS 

from 

Victor  Figlear 

VAN  HEUSEN  SHIRTS 
MEN’S  SPORTS  WEAR 

6 W.  Fourth  St.  Phone  2533 


Conversation  overheard  in  chicken 
incubator:  "Come  on,  fellows.  Let’s 

go.  Last  one  out’s  a rotten  egg.” 

-Pell-Mell 


Bethlehem’s  Auto  Glass 
Headquarters 

• 

THE  ROXY 

MIKE’S 

RESTAURANT 

Glass  Works 

A drunk  was  leaning  against  a build- 

will  satisfy  your  need  of  a 

ing.  A cop  growled:  "move  on;  c’mon, 

Better  Place  to  Eat 

Mirrors,  Auto  Safety  Class 

c’mon!  What  d’ya  think  you’re  doing 

GOOD  FOOD 

Window  Class 

— holding  up  the  building?"  So  the 

drunk  staggered  away — and  the  build- 

REASONABLE  PRICES 

Installed  If  hile  You  Wait 

ing  fell  down  on  the  cop. 

• 

Phone  3804 

• — Exchange 

28  E.  3rd  St.  Phone  865-J 

310  Brodhead  Ave. 

• 

(Opp.  Beth.  Nat’l  Bank) 
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An  old  story,  but  true 

FOR  BETTER  HEALTH 
DRINK  MORE  MILK 

The  Richness  and  other 
High  Qualities  of 

NORBETH 

Dairy 

MILK 

plus  efficient,  courteous  service, 
hit  a new  high  in  satisfaction. 

ff  hy  not  try  it  to-day? 

Phone  5145 

LOOK  BOYS!— SOMETHING 
NEW  UNDER  THE  OLD  SUN 
A Brand  New 

TAP  ROOM  and  COFFEE 
SHOP 

at 

THE 

OLD  SUN  INN 

564  Main  Street 
BETHLEHEM,  PENNA. 

Brown -Borhek 
Company 

(Since  1820) 

• Lumber 
Millwork 
Coal 

duPont  Paints 
Hardware 
Shades  & Blinds 
Wall  Paper 
C.  E.  Oil  Burners 

PHONE  3700 


Johnny  was  over  visiting  the  Chi 
Omegas.  In  fact,  he  had  one  of  them 
cornered  on  the  sofa. 

"Kiss  me,  darling,”  he  said. 

"There’s  a house  fine  of  $10  on  the 
fellow  who  kisses  a girl  within  these 
confines,”  she  said. 

"I’ll  gladly  pay  the  fine,  on  one 
condition,”  he  told  her. 

"What’s  that?” 

"That  you  let  me  turn  out  the  lights 
and  take  as  long  as  I want  to  and  kiss 
you  as  many  times  as  I wish.” 
"Heavens,  yes,  of  course!” 
Three-quarters  of  an  hour  later  she 
said  to  him:  "You’re  kissing  beauti- 
fully tonight,  Johnny!” 

"Johnny,  Hell!”  the  guy  kissing  her 
stated  roughly.  "I’m  just  one  of  John- 
ny's fraternity  brothers.  John's  at  the 
door  taking  tickets.” 

— Vanderbilt 

• 

Repair  man:  "Shall  I install  a loud 
or  soft  horn,  sir?” 

Motorist:  "Just  one  with  a dirty 
sneer.” 


"You  have  broken  my  heart,”  he 
sobbed. 

She  lay  her  hand  on  his  heaving 
breast. 

"No,”  she  said.  "There  is  not  the 
slightest  evidence  of  organic  lesion. 
There  is  a trifling  palpitation,  perhaps 
due  to  too  many  cigarettes,  and  that 
is  all.” 

• 

Men  are  peculiar,  just  as  women 
have  long  suspected.  For  instance,  a 
fellow  who  hadn’t  kissed  his  wife  in 
five  years,  shot  a fellow  who  did. 

— V oo  Doo 

• 

There  was  a guy  in  our  school 
And  wondrous  dumb  was  he; 

Caught  cheating  on  a history  quiz, 

He  lost  his  passing  D. 

And  when  he  saw  the  grade  was  lost, 
With  all  his  might  and  main, 

He  cheated  on  the  make-up  quiz 
And  got  it  back  again. 


— Frivol 
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